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INTRODUCfMf^ 

A CENTURY is a mere arbitr^if i^v^io n of tj jR^ 
differing only from a day, a 
being longer. It would seem absui!fts^^5;^S|K(S? 
history to group its events neatly and dramatically into the 
hundred-year lengths into which we have chosen to chop it 
Great events, stirring movements, the lives of eminent men, 
cannot be effectively fitted into a neat time framework. Big 
men and big movements alike will often begin in one of our 
centuries, continuing into and ending in another. 

Yet as we look back upon the history of our own country, 
at any rate, it is astonishing to realize how each of the past 
centuries has come to have a very distinct and separate 
character of its own. Enumerate them, and they conjure up 
each its definite ideas and pictures. 

Is it the fourteenth? We think of wonderful cathedrals 
being raised over the land, and of Chaucer reading his poems 
to the Court or leading the Pilgrims to Canterbury. The 
fifteenth ? — ^the long fight with F ranee, and the succeeding 
horrors of civil war. The sixteenth ? — Shakespeare and the 
sea. The seventeenth? — Milton and the struggle for Par- 
liamentary freedom. The eighteenth? — the age of wigs 
and of reason, with a stormy sunset in the revolutionary 
wars. The nineteenth ? 

Until recently the nineteenth century has been too close to 
be estimated as a whole. Now, at the end of the first quarter 
of its successor, it may be viewed in clearer perspective. It is 
not a mere gap of twenty-five years or so that separates us from 
its problems and ideals, its friendships and its enmities. We 
look back at it across the sundering cliasm of the Great War. 
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NINETEENTH-CENTURY LIFE 

Europeans in the early part of the nineteenth century 
must have thought of the time before the French Revolution 
as a dreamlike, far-off period when people lived whose 
problems and passions, whose fashions not only of dress, but 
of thought, were almost grotesquely unlike their own. The 
War is to us what the Revolution was to them — a great 
divide, across which we look at an age that already btgins 
to have a character of remoteness. 

^arm that_ the good highway under our feet does not 
^sse», so IS It with the past. Distance heightens interest. 

and tirr f T’ understand, is awakened, 

and the joy of exploration is quickened when the ground is 

rspecteVt^r^^"^* hinds of half- 

which scholars ®"“».P''°hably, the enthusiasm witli 
of nLSe^eent T® ‘^o'^P^ratively fresh fields 
aL Z ® '^‘‘h the result that long 

are coming 'in°a1lood®'“f'“’ “°"°Staphs, and sketch! 

changing^circumsta! bewildering kaleidoscope of 

country, its^Sffante^"^ entirely rural 

life as ffieir ancestors same kind of 

years or morLTnd tlltilft^^ 
and the landed gentry were thl of prosperity, 

socially and poluicalN Tb ^ country, both 

land were £ Xv t7u ' and south-east of Eng- 

the wealthiest and Mightiest narte 
already villages were deveXP ^ country— though 

Lancashire and the Midlands^ ramshackle towns in 

^ ^C.nds h.d been eons.rucKd, „d 



INTRODUCTION 

tries used them for transport, but the horse and horse-drawn 
vehicles were the standard means of locomotion, and ten 
miles an hour a dizzying speed. 

Friends visited each other, farmers went to market, or 
sent their produce there, merchants travelled from town to 
town, judges went on circuit, all in exactly the same way as 
their forefathers had done from time immemorial. The roads 
might be better, the carriages or carts more comfortably 
sprung, the breed of the horses improved, but the pace was 
the same, and the pace was the pace of the Middle Ages. 

By the forties all this was altered. Railways were spreading 
their network all over the country, and these by the end of 
the century had developed practically to their present-day 
strength, while experiments had also been made in using 
electricity instead of steam-power. 

While land transport was thus revolutionized communica- 
tion by sea was similarly speeded up. Even the beautiful, 
swift tea-clippers of the Cutty Sark type lost in the race with 
steam, and when steel triumphed over wood and the Navy 
substituted ‘ ironclads ’ for the old ‘ hearts of oak ’ the old 
order finally gave place to the new on sea as well as on 
land. 

The shortening of voyages decreased England’s distance 
from other lands, and when electric cables had been laid, and 
had brought with them easy and rapid overseas communica- 
tion, her insularity became less marked. Steamships and the 
electric cable helped her to cease being an island and to 
become an empire. 

Within her own bounds the balance of power shifted 
gradually from south to north, and this shifting brought in 
its train another important change — money instead of land 
became the basis of power. The landowner retired before 
the millowner, and the aristocratic junta that had for so long 
ruled unchallenged had to listen to the voice of the strong and 
rich middle class created by industrial conditions. Lancashire, 
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NINETEENTH-CENTURY LIFE 

Yorkshire, and the Midlands became full of new and im- 
portant towns — towns that owed their prosperity and theii 
very being to the increasingly important steel, cotton, and 
coal or woollen industries. Within fifty years the country 
became predominantly industrial instead of agricultural. 

This change implied an enormous increase in the total 
wealth of the country, especially as England had at that time 
few trade rivals; for Europe was exhausted by the Napoleonic 
wars and the crippling Continental Sj-stem, and America 
was still too young a civilization to be a serious competitor. 
This condition of affairs combined with the undoubted genius 
of English industrial inventors and the enterprise of English 
merchants to lift her out of the slough of the lean years that 
followed the war, and to make possible the fat and rather 
smug prosperity of mid-Victorian days. 

The history of such a development could not but be 
intereting, and it is the more so because of the widespread 
reactions on every aspect of the lives of the people. It was 
inevitable that such changes could not be made without 
displacements and discontents; they were as doggedly and 
fiercely combated by one section of the people as they were 
eagerly welcomed by another. 

In politics it was clear that the landed men would not 
readily allow power to lapse into the hands of the ‘New 
men from Manchester ” — and on the other 
hand these would naturally expect a share in the government 
o a countrj’- whose trade and wealth were controlled by them. 
Out of this fundamental difference rose a long and bitter 
XT quarrels over the different Reform 

IS. Nor did the admission of the factory-owners and the 
nc er partof the middle classes to a share of power end the 
he thinking, politically minded working men 
w^o abounded in the industrial centres desired a voice in 
affaire, and, being denied it, fought for it in the ranks of the 
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INTRODUCTION 

It was no simple desire for political power that actuated 
this last section. They demanded it as the only means by 
which they could hope to improve the intolerable conditions 
under which they w’orked and lived. The wealth that had 
poured into the country had not benefited them; they were 
as miserable in the early years of plenty as they had been in 
the famine years at the beginning of the century. Money 
there was, but it was concentrated in comparatively few 
hands, and seiA’ed but to accentuate the difference between 
rich and poor. The profits of the great industries remained 
in the hands of die masters, the men had but a very small 
share in them. 

The owners of factories and ships built themselves beauti- 
ful houses, far from the reek of the towns where their money 
tvas made, or else bought the mansions of the impoverished 
nobles. Their workmen were crowded together in the mush- 
room towns that had sprung up, where the housing problem 
was worse than anything we can imagine to-day — and worse 
still because it was not considered as a problem at all. 

Not only were the towns overcrowded, but they were 
badly built, and the most elementary laws of decency and 
hygiene were utterly disregarded. Open gutters were too 
frequendy the only drains in crowded quarters, and the 
water-supply was often a matter of chance. Luck dictated 
the supply, whether it %vas from good wells or the seepings 
of the cemeteries. No wonder th.at typhus and cholera and 
other scourges now happily extinct in this country were 
among the accepted commonplaces of life in the poorer 
quarters of most towns. 

At no time in the world’s history was the doctrine that 
man is not his brother’s keeper more fervently acted upon 
than during the fifty years or so after the Napoleonic wars. 
With a few honourable exceptions, employers offered their 
workers the very lowest wages that would keep body and 
soul together. Wages were calculated not on the basis of 
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individuals, but of families. It was expected that every 
member of a family, from the father and mother to the 
youngest toddling child, should tvork, and that their united 
pittance should just keep them above the starvation line. 
The system was further strengthened by the hiring out of 
paupers and pauper children to the factories at still lower 
rates. Not only were payments scandalously low and hours 
scandalously long, but the scenes of brutality, dirt, and 
squalor in which those hours were passed, alike in factory 
and mine, were incredibly horrible. 

Such were conditions until nearly half the century was 
past. The State was not thought to owe any duty to its 
pMple. Yet before the second half had closed conditions of 
labour and living, the care of the sick and aged, the provision 
of at le^t a minimum of education for all, the establishment 
of an adequate control over sanitation and public health, were 
* ^ falling within its essential duties. 

This meant that not only had individuals like Lord 
Shaftesbury and Robert Owen devoted their labour and 
enriiusiasm to the cause of humanity, but that public opinion 

new kinrf Undergone a revolution. A 

and life, a new faith 

when it arise^.^^"'*'*'^^ in history 

S Js ^se^f humanity, but they cannot 

Siv-inrtL “ttte about. Only 

the lives of oe^nlp A entering into 

their eves events through 

seeminllptTblS^e - V^tieve thlt 

reflectin^th^^Hfe^thaffs°^'”^’ "°vcls, cannot help 

ageandUlngfoHt TWd of their 

14 ^ not often set out deliber- 



INTRODUCTION 

atcly to recount historical events, but they do something 
more valuable. They show us the kind of people who made 
the events, or to whom they happened. It is for this reason 
that it is impossible to divorce the study of literature from 
the study of history if any perspective at all is to be kept. 

How much, for instance, should we really understand of 
the fourteenth century if Chaucer and Langland were un- 
known, or of the people of the Tudor epoch if Shakespeare 
and his lesser contemporaries were ignored ? What sort of a 
picture should we have of the eighteenth century if Horace 
Walpole, Fielding and Richardson, Johnson, Sheridan, or 
the sprightly Fanny Burney were left out of account? 

Similarly with the nineteenth century. In the pages of 
its writers all the changes and developments of that changing 
time are clearly reflected, when they arc not foreshadowed. 

The cool detachment of Jane Austen from all interests 
save those of the comfortable ‘ county ’ circles she describes 
yields place to the strivings and dissatisfactions of Disraeli, 
Kingsley, and others, and these in their turn give w.ay to the 
broad understanding of human needs and sympathies, the 
intimate portrayal of the joys and sorrows and humours of 
men and women of every class and kind, that makes the world 
of Dickens live for us again. 

It is not lack of material that makes the study of the litera- 
ture of this period difficult; it is its very superabundance. 
Poets, satirists, dramatists, novelists, essayists — they arc so 
many that it must be a matter of years before one can become 
familiar with them all. 

That is the reason for this book. It is an attempt to help 
those who are interested in the history of this most teeming 
century to get a clear idea of the life that its people lived. 
An attempt has been made to select from its representative 
novelists passages that illustrate as many different facets of 
that life as possible. The novelists have been chosen because 
they are most concerned with the warp and woof of everyday 
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NINETEENTH-CENTURY LIFE 

life. They do not despise those trifles which go so far to 
build up the daily round of life in any century. In their 
pages the nineteenth century describes itself with its own 
voice, and does it far more engagingly than if the task were 
left to any third person. 
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LIFE 


COUNTRY HOUSES 

NORTHANGER ABBEY 

JAKE AUSTEK 

A S they drew near die end of their journey, her im- 
patience for a sight of the abbey, for some time 
suspended by his [Henry Tilncy'sJ conversation on 
subjects verj' different, returned in full force, and every bend 
in the road was expected, with solemn awe, to afford a glimpse 
of its massy walls of grey stone, rising amid a grove of ancient 
oaks, with the last beams of the sun playing in beautiful 
splendour on its high Gothic windows. But so low did the 
building stand, thatshc found herself passing through the great 
gates of the lodge, into the very grounds of Northanger, 
without having discerned even an antique chimney. 

She knew not that she had any right to be surprized, but 
there was something in this mode of approach which she 
certainly had not expected. To pass between lodges of a 
^ modern appearance, to find herself with such case in the 
very precincts of the abbey, and driven so rapidly along a 
smooth, level road of fine gravel, without obstacle, alarm or 
solemnity of any kind, struck her as odd and inconsistent. 
^Shc was not long at leisure, however, for such considerations, 
\’A sudden scud of rain driving full in her face, made it 
impossible for her to observe anything further, and fixed all ^ 
her thoughts on the welfare of her new straw bonnet: and 
she was actually under the abbey walls, was springing, with 
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NINETEENTH-CENTURY LIFE 

Henry’s assistance, from tiic carriage, was beneath the 
shelter of the old porcli, and had even passed on to the hall, 
where her friend and the General were waiting to welcome 
her, without feeling one aweful forcl)oding of future misery 
to herself, or one moment’s suspicion of any past scenes of 
horror being acted within the solemn edifice. The breeze 
had not seemed to waft the sighs of the murderer to her; it 
had wafted nothing worse than a thick mizzling rain, and 
having given a good shake to her h-ibit, she svas ready to be 
shown into the common drawing-room, and capable of con- 
sidering where she was. 

An .abbey! Yes, it w.is delightful to be really in .an abbey! 
But she doubted, .as she looked round the room, whether 
.anything within her observation would have given her the 
consciousness. The furniture w.as in all the profusion and 
elegance of modern t.aste. The fireplace, where she had 
expected the ample width and ponderous andng of former 
times, was contracted to a Rumford, with slabs of plain, 
though handsome, marble, and ormaments over it of the 
prettiest English china. The windows, to which she looked 
with peculiar dependence, from having heard the General 
talk of his preserving them in their Gothic form with reveren- 
tial care, were yet less what her fancy had portrayed. To be 
sure the pointed arch was preserved, the form of them was 
Gothic, they might even be casements, but every pane was 
M large, so clear, so light. To an imagination which had 
hoped for the smallest divisions and the heaviest stonework, 
for painted glass, dirt, and cobwebs, the difference was very 
distressing. 

The General, perceiving how her eye was employed, 

egan to talk of the smallness of the room and simplicity’ of 
t le furniture, where everything being for d.aily use, pretended 
only to comfort, etc., flattering himself, however, that there 
were some apartinents in the abbey not unworthy her notice, 
and was proceeding to mention the costly gilding of one in 
1 8 


NORTHANGER ABBEY 

particular, when taking out his watch, he stopped short, to 
pronounce it, with surprize, within twenty minutes of five ! 
This seemed the word of separation, and Catherine found 
herself hurried away by Miss Tilney, in such a manner as 
convinced her that the strictest punctuality to the family 
hours would be expected at Northanger. 

Returning through the large and lofty hall, they ascended 
a broad staircase of shining oak, which, after many flights, 
and many landing-places, brought them upon a long wide 
gallery. On one side it had a range of doors, and it was 
lighted on the other by windows, which Catherine had only 
time to discover looked into a quadrangle, before Miss Tilney 
led the way into a chamber, and, scarcely staying to hope she 
would find it comfortable, left her with an anxious entreaty 
that she would make as little alteration as possible in her dress. 

A moment’s glance was enough to satisfy Catherine that 
her apartment was very unlike the one which Henry had 
endeavoured to alarm her by the description of. It was by 
no means unreasonably large, and contained neither tapestry 
nor velvet. The walls were papered, the floor was carpeted, 
the windows were neither less perfect nor more dim than 
those of the drawing-room below*, the furniture, though not 
of the latest fashion, was handsome and comfortable, and the 
air of the room altogether far from uncheerful. Her heart 
instantaneously at ease on this point, she resolved to lose no 
time in particular examination of anything, as she greatly 
dreaded disobliging the General by any delay. Her habit 
therefore was thrown off with all possible haste, and she was 
preparing to unpin the linen package, which the chaise seat 
had conveyed for her immediate accommodation, when her 
eye suddenly fell on a large high chest, standing in a deep 
recess on one side of the fireplace. The sight of it made 
her start; and, forgetting everything else, she stood gazing 
on it in motionless wonder, while these thoughts crossed her: 

“ This is strange indeed ! I did not expect such a sight as 
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tliis! An immense henvy chest! Wli.it can it iiold? Why 
should it be placed here ? Pushed bach, tn?), as if meant to be 
out of sight! I will look into it; cost me what it may, 1 v/ii! 
look into it, and directly too — by daylight. If 1 stay until 
evening my candle may go out.” She adt anced and c.\amined 
it closely; it was of cedar, curiously inlaid svith some d.irkcr 
wood, and raised .about a f(»ot from the ground on a carted 
stand of the same. The lock was silver, though tarnished 
from age; at each end were the imperfect remains of handle: 
also of silver, broken pcrlups prematurely bt’ some strange 
violence; and on the centre of the lid w.is a mysterious cipl’.cr 
in the same metal. Catherine bent over it intently, but with- 
out being .able to distitiguish anything with ceminty. She 
could not, in whatever direction she to*>k it, believe the last 
letter to be a T; and yet that it should be anything else in 
that house was a ciraimstancc to raise no common degree of 
astonishment. If not originally theirs, by what strange events 
could it h.ave fallen into the Tiincy family? 

Her fearful curiosity was every moment growing greater; 
and seizing with trembling hands, the liasp of the lock, she 
resolved, .-It .-ill hazards, to satisfy herself at least of the con- 
tents. With difficulty, for something seemed to resist her 
efforts, she raised the lid a few inches; but at that moment a 
sudden knocking at the door of the room made her, starting, 
quit her hold, and the lid closed witli alarming violence. 
i his ill-timed intruder is-as Miss ^‘ilney’s maid, sent by her 
mistress to be of use to Miss Morland ; and though Catherine 
immediately dismiacd her, it recalled her to the sense of what 
ye ought to be doing, and forced her, in spite of her anxious 
csirc to penetrate this mystery, to proceed in her dressing 
without further delay. Her progress was not quick, for her 
oug its and her eyes were still bent on the object so well 
calcuL-ited to interest and alarm; and though she dared not 
w.-istc a moment upon a second attempt, she could not remain 
many paces from the chest. At length, however, having 
20 



KORTHANGER ABBEY 

slipped one -irm inio her gim-n, her Joslet icernctl so ise:^?!)* 
finished, th.i? tlic impatience oflier cwfiMity miplit fv: wfcly 
indulged. One moment surely miglit l>e spared ; ajjd so do- 
pemte should Ik: the exertion of her strength, that unlo'- 
secured by supstnatum! sncatis, the lid in one moment slmutd 
Ih: throu'n hack. Y'ith this spirit slic sprang forsvard, and her 
confidence did not deceive her. Her rrsedute elTort tJirew 
hack the lid, and pave to her astonished cyrs the vievs* of a 
white cotton counterpane, properly folded, reperung at one 
end of the diest in undisputed po-^-vsion ! 

She w.ts gazing on it ss-ith the first h!t!«h of surprt/e, svhen 
Miss Tilney, anxious for her friend's l*cinp rr.adv, entered 
the room, and to the rising shame of h.aving hatl'outesl for 
5<>mc minutes ati absurd ».-X’(Vectatio!i, svas tlien added the 
sli-ame of (.Hrinp cnight in so idle a t rarch, " 'Fhat is .a curious 
old chest, is it not? " '.aid .Miss 'I’llncy, .as Catherine hastily 
closed it, .and turned auay to the glass, ’* It is impo-niblc to 
say ho’.v many generations it has l>refi here. How it came to 
he first put in this room I know not, hut 1 bate not h.ad it 
moved, because I tlioupju it might sotnetimc'S he of we in 
holding hats .and lionnets. The avotst of it is, tliat its weight 
m.akes it didicult tf) open. In that corner, hosvever, it is ut 
least out of the sv.ay." 

Catherine h.ad no leisure forspcecli, l>cing.at once hlushinr., 
tying her gown, .and forming wise rcsoluiiom with the most 
v iolent diep.atch, . . , 

.Miss 'niney, understanding in p.art her friend’s curiosity 
to see the house, soon revived the subject; and her father 
being, contrary to C.atherinc's e.xpcct.ations. unprovided with 
any pretence for further delay, beyond that of stopping five 
minutes to order refreshments to he in the room by their 
return, was at last ready to escort them. 

'rhey set fonvnrdj .and, with a gmiulcur of air, a dignified 
stqi, s'/hich caught the eye, hut could not sh.akc the doubts 
of the well-read Catherine, he led the way across the hall, 

at 
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through the common drawing-room and one useless ante- 
chamber, into a room magnificent both in size and furniture, 
the real drawing-room, used only with company of conse- 
quence. It was very noble, very grand, very charming, was 
all that Catherine had to say, for her undiscriminating eye 
srarcely discerned the colour of the satin, and all minuteness 
u praise that had such meaning, was supplied by 

the General: the costliness or elegance of any room’s fitting- 
up could be nothing to her; she cared for no furniture of a 
more modern date than the fifteenth century. When the 
General had Mtisfied his own curiosity, in a close examination 
ot each well-known ornament, they proceeded to the library, 
an apartment in its way of equal magnificence, exhibiting a 
collection of books, on which an humble man might have 
Catherine heard, admired, and wondered 
from gathered all she could 

of of knowledge by running over the titles 

S nt Large as was the 
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a dark iittlc room tliat owned Henry’s authority, and was 
strewed with his litter of books, guns, and great-coats. 

From the dining-room, of which, tliough already seen, 
and always to be seen at five o’clock, the General could not 
forgo the pleasure of pacing out the length, for the more 
certain information of Miss Morland, as to what she neither 
doubted nor eared for, they proceeded by quick communica- 
tion to tire kitchen — the ancient kitchen of the convent, rich 
in the massy svalls and smoke of former days, and in the stoves 
and hot closets of the present. The General’s improving 
hand had not loitered here: every modern invention to 
facilitate the labours of the cooks had been adopted within 
this their spacious theatre; and, when the genius of others 
had failed, his own had often produced the perfection 
wanted. His endowments of this spot alone might at any 
time have placed him high among the benefactors of the 
convent. 

With tlic w'alls of the kitcltcn ended all the antiquity of tlie 
abbey; tltc fourth side of the quadrangle having, on account 
of its decaying state, been removed by the General’s father, 
and the present erected in its place. All that was venerable 
ceased here. The new building was not only new, but 
declared itself to be so; intended only for offices, and enclosed 
behind by stablcprds, no uniformity of architecture had been 
thought necessary. Catherine could have r.avcd at the hand 
that had swept away what must have been beyond the value 
of all the rest, for the purposes of mere domestic economy; 
and would willingly have been spared the mortification of a 
walk through scenes so fallen, had tlic General allowed it: 
but if he had a vanity, it was in the arrangement of his 
offices; and as he was convinced that, to a mind like Miss 
Morland’s, a view of the accommodations and comforts by 
which the labours of her inferiors were softened, must always 
be gratifying, he should make no apology for leading her on. 
They took a slight survey of it all ; and Catherine w.os 
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impressed, beyond her expectation, by their multiplidty and 
their convenience. The purposes for which a few shapeless 
pantries, and a comfortless scullery, were deemed sufficient 
at Fullerton, were here carried on in appropriate divisions, 
commodious and roomy. The number of servants con- 
tinually appearing did not strike her less than the number 
of their offices. Wherever they went some pattened girl 
stopped to curtsey, or some footman in dishabille sneaked off. 
Yet this was an abbey! How inexpressibly different in tliese 
domestic arrangements from such as she had read about: 
mom abbeys and castles, in which, though certainly larger 
than Northangcr, all the dirt)- work of the house w.as done 
by two pair of female hands at the utmost. How they could 
get through it all had often amazed Mrs Allen; and, when 
Cathenne saw what was ncccssarj’ here, she began to be 
amazed herself. ° 

chief staircase might 
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JANE AUSTEN 

He had been visiting a friend in a neighbouring county, and 
that friend having recently had his grounds laid out by an 
improver, Mr Rushworth had returned with his head full of 
the subject, and very eager to be improving his own place in 
the same wayj and, though not saying much to the purpose, 
could talk of nothing else. The subject had already been 
handled in the drawing-room ; it was revived in the dining- 
parlour. Miss Bertram’s attention was evidently his chief 
aim; and though her deportment showed rather conscious 
superiority than any solicitude to oblige him, the mention of 
Sotherton Court, and the ideas attached to it, gave her a 
feeling of complacency, which prevented her from being very 
ungracious. 

“ I wish you could see Compton,” said he, “ it is the most 
complete thing I I never saw a place so altered in my life. 
I told Smith I did not know where I was. The approach, 
now, is one of the finest things in the country; you see the 
house in the most surprising manner. I declare, when I got 
back to Sotherton yesterday, it looked like a prison — quite a 
dismal old prison.” 

“Oh, for shame!” cried Mrs Norris. “A prison, 
indeed? Sotherton Court is the noblest old place in the 
world.” 

“ It wants improvement, ma’am, beyond anything. I 
never saw a place that wanted so much improvement in my 
life: and it is so forlorn, that I do not know what can be 
done with it.” 

“ No wonder Mr Rushworth should think so at present,” 
said Mrs Grant to Mrs Norris, with a smile; “ but depend 
upon it, Sotherton will have every improvement in time that 
his heart can desire.” 
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“ I must try to do something svitli it,” said Mr Rusliworth, 
“ but I do not know what. 1 hope I sliall have some good 
friend to help me." 

“ Your best friend upon such an occtsion,” said Miss 
Bertram calmly, “would be Mr Repton, 1 imagine." 

That is what I was thinking of. As he has done so well 
by Smith, I think I had better have him at once. His terms 
are five guineas a day.” 

“Well, and if they were //«,” cried Mrs Norris, “ I am 
sure you need not regard it. Flic expense need not be any 
impediment. I would have everything done in the best style 
and made as nice as possible. Such a place as Sotherton Court 
desetwes everything that taste atid money can do. You liavc 
space to work upon there, and grounds that will reward you. 
for nay own part, if I had anytliing the fiftieth p.art of the 
size of Sotherton, I should be .alw,ij-s planting and improving, 
for, naturally, I am e.xccssivcly fond of it. It would be too 
ndiculous for me to attempt anything where I am now, 
with my httle half-acre. It would be quite a burlesque. But 
in ; ^ mom, I should take a prodigious delight 
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and getting to sucli perfection, sir," addressing herself then 
to Dr Grant, 

“ The tree thrives well, beyond a doubt, madam," replied 
Dr Grant. “The soil is good; and I never pass it without 
regretting that the fruit should be so little worth the trouble 
of gathering.” 

“ Sir, it is a Moor Park, we bought it as a Moor Park, and 
it cost us — ^tliat is, it was a present from Sir Thomas, but 
I saw the bill — and I know it cost seven shillings, and was 
charged as a Moor Park.” 

“You were imposed on, ma’am,” replied Dr Grant; 
“ these potatoes have as much the flavour of a Moor Park 
apricot as the fruit from that tree. It is an insipid fruit at 
the best; but a good apricot is eatable, which none from my 
garden are." 

“The truth is, ma’am,” said Mrs Grant, pretending to 
whisper across the table to Mrs Norris, “ that Dr Grant 
hardly knows what the natural taste of our apricot is? he is 
scarcely ever indulged with one, for it is so valuable a fruit j 
with a little assistance, and ours is such a remarkably large, 
fair sort, that w'hat with early tarts and preserves my cook 
contrives to get them all.’’ 

Mrs Norris, who had begun to redden, was appeased ; and 
for a little while other subjects took place of the improve- 
ments at Sotherton. Dr Grant and Mrs Norris were seldom 
good friends; their acquaintance had begun in dilapidations, 
and their habits were totally dissimilar. 

After a short interruption, Mr Rushworth began again. 
“Smith’s place is the admiration of all the country; and it 
was a mere nothing before Repton took it in hand. I think 
I shall have Repton.” 

“ Mr Rushworth,” said Lady Bertram, “ if I were you, 
I would have a very pretty shrubbery. One likes to get out 
into a shrubbery in fine weather.” 

Mr Rushworth was eager to assure her ladyship of his 
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acquiescence, and tried to make out something complimen- 
tary : but, between his submission to her taste, and his having 
always intended tlie same liimscif, with superadded objects 
of proft^ing attention to the comfort of ladies in general, 
and of insinuating tliat there was only one whom he was 
anxious to please,^ tie grew puzzled, and Edmund was glad 
to put an end to his speech by a proposal of wine. Air Rush- 
worth, however, though not usually a great talker, had still 
on the subject next his heart. “Smith has not 
much above a hundred acres altogether, in his grounds, which 
IS litdc enough, and makes it more surprisine that the place 
can have been so improved. Now, at Sothenon, we have a 
goo seven liundrcd, without reckoning the water-meadows; 
so that 1 think, if so much could be done at Compton, we 
need not despair. There Itavc been two or three fine old 
recs cut own, that grew too near the house, and it oitcns 

makes me think that Repton. 
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“ Have you never been there? No, you never can; and, 
unluckily, it is out of distance for a ride. I wish we could 
contrive it,” 

“ Oh ! it does not signify. Whenever I do see it, you will 
tell me how it has been altered.” 

“ I collect,” said Miss Crawford, “ that Sotherton is an 
old place, and a place of some grandeur. In any particular 
style of building ? ” 

“ The house was built in Elizabeth’s time, and is a large, 
regular brick building; heavy, but respectable-looking, and 
has many good rooms. It is ill-placed. It stands in one of 
the lowest spots of the park; in that respect, unfavourable 
for improvement. But the woods are fine, and there is a 
stream, which, I dare say, might be made a good deal of. 
Mr Rushworth is quite right, I think, in meaning to give it 
a modern dress, and I have no doubt that it will all be done 
extremely well,” 

Miss Crawford listened with submission, and said to her- 
self, “ He is a well-bred man ; he makes the best of it.” 

“ I do not wish to influence Mr Rushworth,” he con- 
tinued; “ but had I a place to new-fashion, I should not put 
myself into the hands of an improver. I would rather have 
an inferior degree of beauty of my own choice, and acquired 
progressively. I would rather abide by my own blunders 
than by his.” 

“ Tou would know what you were about, of course; but 
that would not suit me. I have no eye or ingenuity for such 
matters, but as they are before me; and had I a place of my 
own in the country, I should be most thankful to any 
Mr Repton who would undertake it, and give me as much 
beauty as he could for my money, and I should never look at 
it till it was complete.” 

“ It would be delightful to me to see the progress of it 
all/’ said Fanny. 

“ Ay, you have been brought up to it. It was no part of 
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my education; and the only dose I ever liad, being adminis- , 
tered by not the first favourite in the world, has made me 
consider improvements In hand as the greatest of nuisances. 
Three years ago, the Admiral, my honoured uncle, bought 
a cottage at Twickenham for us all to spend our holidays in; 
and my aunt and I went down to it quite in raptures; but 
it being excessively pretty it was soon found necessary to be 
improved, and for three months we were all dirt and con- 
fusion, without a gravel walk to step on, or a bench fit for 
use. I would have everything as complete as possible in the 
country, shrubberies and flower-gardens, and rustic seats 
innumerable; but it must all be done without my care. 
Henry is different, he loves to be doing.” 

Edmund was sorry to hear Miss Crawford, whom he was 
much disposed to admire, speak so freely of her uncle. It 
did not suit his sense of propriety, and he was silenced, till 
induced by further smiles and liveliness, to put tlie matter 
by for the present. 

“ Mr Bertram,” said she, “ I have tidings of my harp at 
last. I am assured that it is safe at Northampton; and there 
it has probably been this ten days, in spite of the solemn 
assurances we have so often received to the contrary.” 
Edmund expressed his pleasure and surprise. “The truth 
is, that our inquiries were too direct; we sent a sert'ant, we 
went ourselves: this will not do at seventy miles from 
London; but this morning we heard of it in the right way. 
It was seen by some farmer, and he told the miller, and the 
miller told the butcher, and the butcher’s son-in-law left 
word at the shop.” 

I am very glad you have heard of it, by whatever means, 
and hope there will be no farther delay.” 

I am to have it to-morrow; but how do you think it 
is to be conveyed ? Not by a wagon or cart: oh no! nothing 
of that kind could be hired in the village. I might just as 
well have asked for porters and a hand-barrow." 
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“You would find it difficult, I dare say, just now, in the 
middle of a very late hay-harvest, to hire a horse and cart.” 

“ I was astonished to find what a piece of work was made 
of it! To want a horse and cart in the country seemed 
impossible, so I told my maid to speak for one directly; and 
as I cannot look out of my dressing-closet without seeing 
one farm-yard, nor walk in the shrubbery without passing 
another, I thought it would be only ask and have, and was 
rather grieved that I could not give the advantage to all. 
Guess my surprize when I found that I had been asking the 
most unreasonable, the most impossible thing in the world; 
had offended all the farmers, all the labourers, all the hay in 
the parish! As for Dr Grant’s bailiff, I believe I had better 
keep out of his way; and my brother-in-law himself, who is 
all kindness in general, looked rather black upon me, when 
he found what I had been at.” 

“ You could not be expected to have thought on the sub- 
ject before} but when you tlo think of it, you must see the 
importance of getting in the grass. The hire of a cart at 
any time might not be so easy as you suppose; our farmers 
are not in the habit of letting them out; but in harvest it 
must be quite out of their power to spare a horse.” 

“ I shall understand all your ways in time; but, coming 
down with the true London maxim that everything is to be 
got with money, I was a little embarrassed at first by the 
sturdy independence of your country customs. However, I 
am to have my harp fetched to-morrow. Henry, who is 
good-nature itself, has offered to fetch it in his barouche. 
Will it not be honourably conveyed ? ” . . . 

The subject of improving grounds, meanwhile, was still 
under consideration among the others; and Mrs Grant could 
not help addressing her brother. . . . 

“ My dear Henry, have you nothing to say? You have 
been an improver yourself, and from what I hear of Evering- 
ham, it may vie with any place in England. Its natural 
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beauties, 1 am sure, are great. Everingham as it uted to be, 
was perfect in my estimation; such a happy fill of ground, 
and sudi timber! What would I not give to see it attaint ”... 

” As for improvement, there w.is very little for me so 
do — too little; I should have lihed to have l»ecn busy much 
longer.” 

” You arc fond of the sort of thing? ” teiid Julia. 

“Excessively; but what with the natural advantages of 
the ground, which pointed, even to a very yoting eye, svhit 
little remained to I'c done, and my own consequent resolu- 
tions, I had not been of age three months wlien Evc.'inglum 
was what it is now. My plan w.is laid at Westminster, a 
little altered, pcrha|H, at Cambridge, and at onc-.and-twenty 
cxcaited. I am inclined to envy Air Rush worth for havirtg 
so mucli happiness ye: before hint. I liavc been .a devourer 
of my own.” 

“Those who sec quickly, will resolve quickly, and ac 
quickly,” said Julia. “Jra can never want employment. 
Iristcad of envying Mr Rusliworth, you should assist him 
with your opinion.” 

Mrs Grant, he.aring the latter pn of this speech, enforced 
it warmly; persuaded that no judgment could be equal to 
her brother's; and as Miss Bertram caught at the idea like- 
wise, and gave it her full support, declaring that, in her 
opinion, it was infinitely better to consult with friends and 
disinterested advisers, than immediately to throw the business 
into the hands of a professional ni.an, Mr Rush worth was 
very r^dy to request the favour of Mr Crawford’s .assistance; 

Crawford, after properly depreetting his own 
abilities, was quite at liis scnice in .my wav that could be 
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ANTHONY TROLLOPE 

Mr Thorne’s house was called Ullathorne Court, and was 
properly so called; for the house itself formed two sides of 
a quadrangle, which was completed on the other two sides 
by a wall about twenty feet high. This wall was built of cut 
stone, rudely, cut indeed, and now much worn, but of a 
beautiful rich tawny yellow colour, the effect of that stone- 
crop of minute growth, which it had taken three centuries to 
produce. The top of this wall was ornamented by huge 
round stone balls, of the same colour as the wall itself. 
Entrance into the court was had through a pair of iron 
gates, so massive that no one could comfortably open or 
dose them, consequently they were rarely disturbed. From 
the gateway two paths led obliquely across the court; that 
to the left reaching the hall-door, which was in the corner 
made by the angle of the house, and that to the right leading 
to the back entrance, which was at the further end of the 
longer portion of the building. 

With those who are now adepts in contriving house accom- 
modation it will militate much against Ullathorne Court, 
that no carriage could be brought to the hall-door. If you 
enter Ullathorne at all, you must do so, fair reader, on foot, 
or at least in a Bath-chair. No vehicle drawn by horses ever 
comes within that iron gate. But this is nothing to the next 
horror that will encounter you. On entering the front-door, 
which you will do by no very grand portal, you will find 
yourself immediately in the dining-room. What, — ^no hall ? 
exdaims my luxurious friend, accustomed to all the comfort- 
able appurtenances of modern life. Yes, kind sir, a noble 
hall, if you will but observe it; a true old English hall of 
excdlent dimensions for a country gentleman’s family; but, 
if you please, no dining-parlour. 

c 
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Both Mr and Miss Thorne were proud of this peculiarity 
of their dwelling, though the brother was once all but 
tempted by his friends to alter it. They delighted in the 
knowledge that they, like Cedric, positively dined in their 
true hall, even though they so dined tke-h-tUe. But though 
they never owned they felt, and endeavoured to remedy the 
tioT.? f f arrangement. A huge screen parti- 

Je angle so screened, a second door led into the passage, 
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grate that would hold about a hundred-weight of coal, had 
been stuck on to the hearth by Mr Thorne’s father. This 
hearth had, of course, been intended for the consumption of 
wood fagots, and the iron dogs for the purpose were still 
standing, though half-buried in the masonry of the grate. 
Miss Thorne was very anxious to revert to the dogs. The 
dear good old* creature was always anxious to revert to any- 
thing, and had she been systematically indulged, would 
doubtless in time have reflected that fingers were made before 
forks, and reverted accordingly. But in the affairs of the 
fire-place, Mr Thorne would not revert. Country gentle- 
men around him, all had comfortable grates in their dining- 
rooms. He was not exactly the man to have suggested a 
modern usage; but he was not so far prejudiced as to banish 
those which his father had prepared for his use. Mr Thorne 
had, indeed, once suggested that with very little contrivance 
the front door might have been so altered, as to open at least 
into the passage; but on hearing this, his sister Monica, such 
was Miss Thorne’s name, had been taken ill, and remained 
so for a week. Before she came downstairs she received a 
pledge from her brother that the entrance should never be 
changed in her lifetime. 

At the end of the hall opposite to the fire-place a door led 
into the drawing-room, which was of equal size, and lighted 
with precisely similar windows. But yet the aspect of the 
room was very different. It was papered, and the ceiling, 
which in the hall showed the old rafters, was whitened and 
finished with a modern cornice. Miss Thorne’s drawing- 
room, or withdrawing-room, as she always called it, was a 
beautiful apartment. The windows opened on to the full 
extent of the lovely trim garden; immediately before the 
windows were plots of flowers in stiff, stately, stubborn little 
beds, each bed surrounded by a stone coping of its own; 
beyond, there was a low parapet wall, on which stood urns 
and images, fauns, nymphs, satyrs, and a whole tribe of 
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Pan’s followers; and then again, beyond that, a beautiful 
lawn sloped away to a sunk fence which divided the garden 
from the park. Mr Thorne’s study was at the end of the 
drawing-room, and beyond that were the kitchen and die 
offices. Doors opened into both Miss Thorne’s withdrawing- 
rTOm, and Mr Thorne’s sanctum from the passage above 
alluded to; which as it came to the latter room, widened 
Itself so as to make space for the huge black oak stairs, which 
led to the upper regions. 

Such %yas the interior of Ullathornc Court. ... It is 
the outside of Ullathome that is so lovely. Let the tourist 
get admission at least into the garden, and fling himself on 
that soft sivard just opposite to the e.xterior angle of the house. 
He will get there the double frontage, and enjoy that which 
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the approach to it, which shall include all the description we 
mean to give of the church also. The picturesque old church 
of St Ewold’s stands immediately opposite to the iron gates 
which open into the court, and is all but surrounded by the 
branches of the lime-trees, which form the avenue leading 
up to the house from both sides. This avenue is magnificent, 
but it would lose much of its value in the eyes of many pro- 
prietors, by the fact that the road through it is not private 
property. It is a public lane between hedgerows, with a broad 
grass margin on each side of the road, from which the lime- 
trees spring. Ullathorne therefore does not stand absolutely 
surrounded by its own grounds, though Mr Thorne is owner 
of all the adjacent land. This, however, is a source of very 
little annoyance to him. Men, when they are acquiring 
property think much of such things, but they who live where 
their ancestors have lived for years, do not feel the mis- 
fortune. It never occurred either to Mr or Miss Thorne 
that they were not sufficiently private, because the world 
at large might, if it so wished, walk or drive by their iron 
gates. 

From “ Barchcster Toioers ” 
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OUR VILLAGE 

J.I. R. MITFORD 

will begin at the lower end, and proceed up the 
hill. 

_ I T The tidy, square, red cottage on the right hand, 
with the long well-stocked garden by the side of the road, 
belongs to a retired publican^ from a neighbouring, town;, a 
suKtantial person with a comely wife; one who piquSTrim-j'^~ 
self dn ihdependence and idleness, talks politics, reads news- 'f 
-papers. hat« the minister, and cries out for reform. He ' 
introduced into pur peaceful vicinage the rebellious (njj.pxa- 
tmn of an iliumiriatioh 'on'the Queen’s acquittal. . .' Oh! 
how he shone that night with candles, and laurel, and white 
ows, an gold paper, and a transparency (originally designed 
or a pocket-handkerchiefj with a flaming portrait of her 
Majesty hatted and feathered in red ochre. . . . He would 
like an illumination once a month; for it must not be con- 
iai.ntlntr gardening, of newspaper reading, of 

anH m frequenting both church 

ness of neighbour begins to feel the weari- 

Dassenpers'^f^’f entice 

round^sm 1° * °h volunteers little jobs all 

Td blo«^? the blight, and tmees 

™ man^ ' ^ I have seen 

dustinus nnH ^ assists his wife in her 

person and woii1?l!"^' he is a very respectable 

emploment to hi rl' ^ happy one if he would add a little 

N^toWsho I^^-°“Wbethesaltoflifetohim. 

^^iNext to his house, though parted from it by another long 
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garden with a yew arbour at the end, is the pretty dwelling 
of the shoemaker, a pale, sickly-looking black-haired man, 
the very model of sober industry. There he sits in his little 
shop from early morning to late at night. An earthquake 
would hardly stir him; the illumination did not. He stuck 
immovably to his last, from the first lighting up, through the 
long blaze and the slow decay, till his large, solitary candle 
was the only light in the place. One cannot conceive any- 
thing more perfect than the contempt which the man of 
transparencies and the man of shoes must have felt for each^^-^" 
dthef~on that evening. . . . 

The first house on the opposite side of the way is the 
blacksmith’s; a gloomy dwelling where the sun never seems 
to shine; dark and smoky, within and without, like a forge. 

The blacksmith is a high officer in our little state, nothing 
less than a constable; but, alas! alas! when tumults arise, 
and the constable is called for, he will commonly be found in 
the thickest of the fray. Lucky would it be for his wife and 
her eight children if there were no public-house in the land ; 
an inveterate, i nclination to enter those bewitching doors, 

Mr Constable’s only fault. _ 

Next to this official dwelling is a spiuce brick tenement,tv.^^ 
red, high, and narrow, boasting, one above the other, three,^ 
^sh-w indovys, the only sash-windows in the village, with a';^ y , 
\^'clernatis on one side and a rose on the other, tall and narrow 
\ like itself. That slender mansion has a fine, genteel look. 

The little parlour seems made for Hogarth’s old maid and 
her stunted footboy; for tea and card-parties — it would hold 
just one table; for the rustle of faded silks, and the splendour 
of old china; for the delight of four by honours, and a little 
' snug, quiet scandal between the deals; for affected gentility 
and real starvation. This should have been its destiny ; but 
fate has been unpropitious; it belongs to a plump, merry, 
bustling dame, with four fat, rosy, noisy children, the very 
essence of vulgarity and plenty. 
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Then comes the village shop, like other \nllage shops, 
multifarious as a bazaar; a. repository for bread, shoes, tea, 
cheese, tape, ribands and bacon; for everything, in short, 
except the one particular thing which you happen to want 
at the moment, and will be sure not to find. The people are 
civil and thriving, and frugal withal ; they have let the upper 
part of their house to two young women (one of them is a 
pretty, blue-eyed girl) who teach little children their ABC, 
and make caps and gowns for their mammas— parcel school- 
mistre^, parcel mantua-maker. I believe they find adorning 

t e o y a more profitable occupation than adorning the 
mind. ° 


Divided from the shop by a narrow yard, and opposite the 
shoemaker s, is a habitation of whose inmates I shall say 
additinn'o ^ "I'niature house, with many 

bricked? S a charming in-and-outness; a little 
the other th ^ ® kittle flower-yard before 

ho Rhockl r ""t’ 'veather-stained, co?red with 

imenffi.ll f ’ « great apricot-tree; the 

■ Teepine out fr **r^re is our superb white cat 

■>' has^thf a^umn? landlord 

and comer-ciinJi ^ of contrivances, 

common flowere'^?^ Sj,? 

carnations with an ^ ” r ?'’^P^rs, peonies, stocks, and 
whem one Zt not unlike a sentiy-box, 

the gayest of all gay flowSeS^ThJh 

purpose to <!)inTi 7 tn . u ^ nat house was built on 

fort may be packed Weiri?in'”®'^ compass com- 
The next tenement • no longer, 

a whitewashed building retired ^ ^""P°'‘‘'‘nce, the Rose inn; 
sslngingjign, with a^little b^'wTn? I’ehind its fine 
on one side, and forming • “"^""^'ndow room coming out 

of open square which if tlT'^ other, a sort 

<3 re. Which is the constant resort of carts, .vagons. 
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and return chaises. There are two carts there now, and mine 
host is serving them with beer in his eternal red waistcoat. 
He is a thriving man, and portly, as his waistcoat attests, 
which has been let out twice within this twelvemonth. Our 
landlord has a stirring wife, a hopeful son, and a daughter, 
the belle of the village; not so pretty as the fair nymph of 
the shoe-shop, and far less elegant, but ten times as fine; all 
curl-papers in the morning, like a porcupine, all curls in the 
afternoon, like a poodle.- with more flounces than curl-papers, 
and more lovers than curls. Miss Phcebe is more fitted for 
town than for country; and to do her justice, she has a 
consciousness of that fitness, and turns her steps townward 

as often as she can. She is gone to B to-day with her 

last and principal lover, a recruiting sergeant — a man as tall 
,as Sergeant Kite, and as impudent. Some day or other he 
will carry off Miss Phccbe. 

In a line from the bow-window room is a low garden- 
wall, belonging to a house under repair — the white house 
opposite to the collar-maker’s shop, with four lime-trees 
before it, and a wagon-load of bricks at the door. That house 
is the plaything of a wealthy, well-meaning, whimsical person 
who lives about a mile off. He has a passion for brick and 
mortar, and, being too wise to meddle with his own residence, 
diverts himself with altering, improving and re-improving, 
doing and undoing, here. It is a perfect Penelope’s web. 
Carpenters and bricklayers have been at work for these 
eighteen months, and yet I sometimes stand and wonder 
whether anything has really been done. One exploit in last 
June was, however, by no m eans equivocal. Our good 
neighbour fancied that the limes shaded the rooms, and made 
them dark (there was not a creature in the house but the 
workmen), so he had all the leaves stripped from every tree. 
There they stood, poor miserable skeletons, as bare as Christ- 
mas under the glowing mid-summer sun. Nature revenged 
herself in her own sweet and gracious manner; fresh leaves 
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prang ovit, anti at nearly Chrisima? die foFsgc was as 

brilliant as when tlic ouir^jTc was comrr.itTcd, . , , 

in j”"'- s ’fccr; a crosa Une. 3 rc^ 

's ^ 5 ipcd with limtj and t>a»,s and a coo!, clear ^vind, osef- 
lung uith elms, jead us to the I'Qttora of tfic iiiU. There ts 
sti pic house round the corner, ending in a pictunsnuc 
wheeler’s shop. The dwelling-house is more anihitioW 
1 ^ lowered vWiiJnw-hlintis, the grmi df>or 
rit.:/ hnockcr, and the wnewhat prim hit verr 

ntir'l sending oiT a lahounng man vs’ith sirs 

c roTl''t Thes<r arc .he 

he n 1 ’Tp"?*— T-'<!^ments his landlady would oil the.m: 
1 wrrl- r*' ' own lainily four mile.; oft, but once or tsvice 
to rmrri'*^ ‘^oo'o to his neat little parlour to write sermons, 
better or’l-”1 1° ’“T> ^ '*'0 ca’O may require. XeUT were 
is a reflcri' host and hostess: and there 

connc«^nr."-'’i ."'“i about them since their 

Scrum '^-hich is quite edifying-a 

trtKvher/’'^’ politeness. Oh, to iee^he 

Sunday nicciv lodger on a 

or to Vit^r iL^Tk ":'^'=’== >’«' h^^nJborchicf I- 

wotruin! The curate ? ^ ‘^">‘1 or a squabbling 

perpetual churchw.arden! ^ 

That pretty whi'te*c°t? l'‘*oo_lnto die shady rope-wralh. 

at the end of the vtllaceln straggling 

toourmason *'V^ garden full of fiosvers, belongs 

he. a dwrf?slhhfc°^‘"^"--''->J his handsome, rail -iCe: 
begins to rak L f k Biant; one starts when he 

trumpet-, she,’ the sister"?*^ shouting through a speaking- 
long line of gardeners granddaughter of n 

is very magnanimous in k contemptible one hetsclf. It 
in my own way, in dm4mh for she beats me 
like gauds. Her nlants i cmums,.and dahH.ts, and the 
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trick of dying, perhaps because I love them “ not wisely, but 
too well,” and kill them with over-kindness. 

From “ Our Village ” 


ANOTHER KIND OF VILLAGE— 1837 

BENJAMIN DISRAELI 


With the exception of the dull high street, which had the 
^ usual characteristics of a small agricultural tqjyn, some , 
s^bte mansions, a dingy inn, and a petty bouf&’J Marney'-^--^; 
mainly consisted of a variety of narrow ancTcrow^ed lanes 
formed by cottages built of rubble, or unhewn stones without 
cement, and, from age, or badness of material, looking as if 
they could scarcely hold together. The gaping chinks 
admitted every blast j the leaning chimneys had lost half their 
original height; the rotten rafters were evidently misplaced; 
while, in many instances the thatch, yawning in some parts 
to admit the wind and wet, and in all utter-unfit for its 
original purpose of giving protection from the weather, 
looked more like the top of a dunghill than a cottage. Before 
the doors of these cottages, and often surrounding them, ran 
open drains full of animal and vegetable refuse, decomposing 
into disease, or sometimes in their imperfect course filling 
foul pits or spreading into stagnant pools, while a concen- 


trated solution of every species of dissolving filth was allowed j, 
tn cnnL ~ui.. : jjjg walls and^“^" 


to soak through, and thoroughly impregnate 
ground adjoining. 

These wretched tenements seldom consisted of more than 
two rooms, in one of which the whole family, however 
numerous, were obliged to sleep, without distinction of age, 
or sex, or suffering. . . . These swarming walls had neither 
windows nor doors sufficient to keep out the weather, or ^ 
admit the sun, or supply the means of ventilation ; the hiuniid 
and putrid roof of thatch exiialing malaria, like all other 
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decaying vegetable matter. The dwelling-rooms were neither 
boarded^ nor paved; and whether it was that some were 
situate in low and damp places occasionally flooded by the 
river, and usually much below the level of the road; or that 
the springs, as was often the case, would burst through the 
mud floor, the ground was at no time better than so much 
clay, while sometimes you might see little channels cut from 
the centre under the doorways to carry off the water, the 
door itself, removed from its hinges; a resting place for 
infancy in its deluged home. These hovels were in many 
instances not provided with the commonest conveniences of 
em est place; contiguous to every door might be observed 
t e ungheap on which everj' kind of filth was accumulated 
® purpose of being disposed of for manure, so that, 
f opened his narrow habitation in the hope 

of refreshing it with the breeze of summer, he was met with 
a mxture of gases from reeking dunghills. 

rhe town of Marney was a metropolis of agricultural 
llvUr u , P^Pnetors of the neighbourhood, having 
half-centuiy on the system of destroying the 
thp estates, in order to become exempted from 

flockpH*'t P°P“'^’^'°"» the expelled people had 

had al °d a manufactoij 

ceased tn h': t K relief, though its wheels had long 

ceased to disturb the waters of the Mar. 

thenneKw'^ of this resource, they' had again gradually spread 
them- and°obL‘ which had, as it were, rejected 

subsistence 'Th tts churlish breast a niggardly 

was viewed the neighbouring parishes 

opposed bv p .Stoat suspicion; their renewed settlement 
Esdvi 172 contrivance. Those who availed 

rate of wages was more depressed those who were 
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fortunate enough to obtain tlic scant remuneration had, in 
addition to their toil, to endure, each morn and even a weary 
journey before they could reach the scene of their labour, or 
return to tiie squalid hovel which profaned the name of 
home. To that home, over which malaria hovered, and 
round whose shivering hearth were clustered other guests 
besides the exhausted family of toil, Fever, in every form, 
pale Consumption, exhausting Synochus, and trembling 
Ague, returned, after cultivating tihe broad fields of merry 
England, the bold British peasant, returned to encounter the 
worst of diseases, with a frame the least qualified to oppose 
them; a frame that, subdued by toil, was never sustained by 
animal food; drenched by tempest could not change its 
dripping rags; and was indebted for its scanty fuel to the 
windfalls of the woods. . . . 

The morning after the arrival of Egremont at the Abbey, 
an unusual stir might have been observed in the high street 
of the town. Round the portico of the Green Dragon hotel 
and commercial inn a knot of principal personages, tire chief 
laviyer, the brewer, the vicar himself, and several of those 
easy quidnuncs who abound in country towns, and who rank 
under the designation of retired gentlemen, were in close and 
earnest converse. In a short time a servaint on horseback, 
in the Abbey livery, galloped up to the portico, and delivered 
a letter to the vicar. The excitement had now apparently 
greatly increased. On the opposite side of the way to the 
important group, a knot, in larger numbers, but deficient in 
quality, had formed themselves, and remained transfixed with 
gaping mouths and a curious, not to say alarmed air. The 
head constable walked up to the door of the Green Dragon, 
and, though he did not presume to join the principal group, 
was evidently in attendance, if required. The dock struck 
eleven ; a cart had stopped to watch events, and a gentleman’s 
coachman riding home with a led horse. 

“ Here they are! ” said the brewer. 
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“ Lord M:rrncy liinvclf «id ilir Irwycr. 

" And Sir Vav.t'our FifcbMCO, I dccl.trc! I wxid^r how 
he came licre," Ksd a retired pcntleman, who had been a 
tallow-cliandlcr on Hoilwrn Hill. 

The vicar took oft his hat, and all uncovered. Lo.nl 
Mamey and his brotlicr m.vjtistratc rode briskly up to the 
inn, and rapidly dismounted. 

“ Well, Snipford,” said his lordslsip, in .a peremptory lone, 
“ this is a pretty business; I’ll have this flopped directly." 

Fortunate m.an, if he succeeded in doing so! Ti'.c torch 
of the incendiar)’ h.nd for the first tinse been introduced into 
the parish of Marneyj and last night the primest stacks of the 
.•\bbcy farm had blaicd, a beacon to the agitated nciphbour- 
Jiood. ' . 


A GREAT FARMHOUSE 
M. R. MirrORD 

Passing up the lane we used first to encounter a thick solid 
suburb of ricks of all sorts, shapes, and dimensions. Then 
came the farm, like a town; a magnificent scries of buildings, 
stables, cart-houses, cow-houses, gr.anarics, and Earns, that 
might hold half the corn of the parish, pl.aced at all angles to 
each other, and mixed with smaller habitations for pigs, dogs 
and poultry. They formed, togctlicr with the old substantial 
farmhouse, a sort of amphitheatre, looking over a beautiful 
meadow, avhich savept greenly and .abruptly down into fertile 
cndosurcs, richly set with hedgerow limber, oak, and ash, 
and elm. Both the meadow and the farmyard swarmed witli 
mhabitants of the earth and of the air; horses, oxen, cows, 
calves, heifers, sheep .and pigs; beautiful greyhounds, all 
mrmiicr of poultry, a tame goat, and a pet donkey. 

The master of this land of plenty w.as well fitted to preside 
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over if, a thick, stout man of middle height, and middle- 
RgeJ, with a healthy ruddy, square face, all alive with intel- 
ligence and good-humour. There was a lurking jest in his 
eye, and a smile about the corners of his firmly closed lips, 
that gave assurance of good-fellowship. His voice was loud 
enough to have hailed a ship at sea without the assistance of a 
spc.iking-trumpct, wonderfully rich and round in its tones, 
anti harmonising admirably with his bluff, jovial visage. He 
wore his dark shining hair combed straight over his forehead, 
and had a trick, when particularly merry, of stroking it down 
with his hand. The moment his hand approached his head, 
out (lew a jrat. 

Besides his own great farm, tlic business of which seemed 
to go on like machinery', always regular, prosperous, and 
unfailing — besides this, and two or three constant steward- 
ships, and a perpetual series of arbitrations, in which, such 
ttas the influence of Ids acuteness, his temper, and his sturdy 
justice, that he was often named by both parties, and left to 
decide alottc — -in addition to both these occupations he was 
nsort of standing overseer and cliurchwardcn; he ruled his 
ovm hamlet like a despotic monarcli, and took a prime 
tninistcr’s share in the government of the large parish to 
whicli it was attached} and, one of the gentlemen whose 
states he managed being the independent member of an 
ludcpcndcnt borough, he had every' now and then a con- 
tested election on his shoulders. Even that did not discom- 
pt'Se him. He had alway'S leisure to receive his friends at 
home, or to visit them abroad} to take journeys to London, 
or to make excursions to the seaside} was as punctual in his 
pleasure as his business, and thought being happy and making 
happy as much the purpose of his life as getting rich. . . . 

His wife was like her husband, with a difference, as they 

in heraldry. Like him in looks, only thinner and paler; 
like him in voice .md phrase, only not so loud; like him in 
titerriment and good-humour; like him in her talent for 
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welcoming and making happy, and being kind; like him in 
cherishing an abundance of pets, and in getting through, 
witli marvellous facility an astounding quantity of business 
and pleasure. Perhaps the qu.ality in which they resembled 
each other most completely was the happy case and serenity 
of behaviour, so seldom found amongst people of the middle 
rank, who have usually a best manner, and a worst, and 
whose best (that is the studied, the company manner) is so 
very much the worst. She w.as frankness itself; entirely free 
from prickly defiance or bristling self-love. She never took 
offence nor gave it; never thought of herself or what others 
would think of her; had never been afflicted with the beset- 
ting sins of her station, a dread of the vulgar, or an aspiration 
of the genteel. Those ’ words of fear ’ had never disturbed 
her delightful heartiness. 

Her pets were her cows, her poultiy, her bees and her 
flowers; chiefly her poultry, almost as numerous as her bees, 
and as various as the flowers. The farmyard stvarmed willi 
peacocks, turkejs, geese, tame and wild ducks, fowls, guinea- 
hens, and pigeons; besides a brood or two of favourite ban- 
tams in the green court before the door, with a little ridicu- 
lous strutter of a cock at their head, who imitated the magni- 
ficent demranour of the grc.at Tom of the b 3 rn-)'ard, just as 
Tom in his turn copied the fierce bearing of that warlike 
and terrible biped, the hc-turkey. 1 am the least in the 
world afraid of a turkey-cock, and used to steer clear of tlie 
turkciy as often as 1 could. Commend me to the peaceful 
vanity of that jewel of a bird, the peacock, stveeping his 
gorgeous tail along the grass, or dropping it gracefully from 
some low-boughcd tree, whilst he turns round his crested 
wu I* birthday belle, to see who admires him. 

• ^ 8*°t>ous creature it is! How thoroughly content 

with himself and with all the world. 

Next to her poultry our good farmer’s wife loved her 
fiower-garden; and, indeed, it was of the a'cry' first water, 
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the only thing about the place that was fine.. She was a real, 
genuine florist; valued pinks, tulips, and auriculas, for 
certain qualities of shape and colour, with which beauty 
has nothing to do; preferred black ranunculuses, and gave in 
to all those obliquities of a triple-refined taste by which the 
professed florist contrives to keep pace with the vagaries of 
a Bibliomaniac. Of all odd fashions, that of dark, gloomy, 
dingy flowers, appears to me the oddest. Your true connois- 
seurs shall now prefer a deep puce hollyhock to the gay pink 
blossoms which cluster round, the splendid plant like a, 
pyramid of roses. So did she. The nomendature of the 
garden was still more distressing. One is never thoroughly 
sociable with flowers till they are naturalised, as it were, 
christened, provided with decent, homely, well-wearing 
English names. Now her plants had all sorts of heathenish 
appellations, which — no offence to her learning — always 
sounded wrong. I liked the bee’s garden best; the plot of 
ground immediately round their hives, filled with common 
flowers for their use, and literally ‘ redolent of sweets ’ l-^ 
Bees are insects of great taste in every 'way",*’ and seem to - 
select as much for beauty as for flavour. They have a better 
eye for colour than the florist. The butterfly is also a dilet-^i 
tante. Rover though he be, he generally prefers the blossoms 
that become him best. What a pretty picture it is, on a 
sunshiny autumn day, to see a bright spotted butterfly, made 
up of gold and purple, and splendid brown, swinging on the 
rich flower of the china aster. 

To come back to our farm. Within doors everything 
went as well as without. There were no fine misses sitting 
before the piano, and mixing the alloy of their new-fangled 
tinsel with the old sterling metal; nothing but an only son, 
excellently brought up, a fair, slim youth, whose extra- 
ordinary and somewhat pensive elegance was thrown into 
fine relief by his father’s loud hilarity, and harmonised 
delightfully witli the smiling kindness of his mother. His 
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Spensers and Thomsons too, looked well among the hpeinths 
and geraniums that filled the windows of the little snug room 
where they usually sat; a sort of after-thought, built at an 
angle from the house, and looking into tlic farmyard. It was 
closely packed with favourite armdiairs, favourite sofas, 
favourite tables, and a side-board decorated with the prize- 
cups and collars of the greyhounds, and generally loaded 
with substantial work-baskets, jars of flowers, great pyramids 
of home-made cakes, and sparkling bottles of gooseberry 
wine, famous all over the countr)'. 'Fhe walls were covered 
witli portraits of half a dozen greyhounds, a brace of spaniels 
as large as life, an old pony, and the master and mistress of 
the house in half-length. She as unlike as possible, prim, 
mincing, delicate, in lace and s.atin; he so staringly and 
ridiculously like, that, when the picture fixed its good- 
humoured eyes on you as you entered the room, you were 
almost tempted to say — “ How d’ye do! ” — Alas! the por- 
traits arc now gone, and the originals. The garden has lost 
its smiling mistress; the greyhounds tlicir kind master; and 
new people, new manners, and new cares, have taken pos- 
session of the old abode of peace and plenty — tire great 
farmhouse. 

Fran "OurFillase" 


A YEOMAN FARMER 

E. C. GASKELL 

Woodley stood among fields; and there was an old- 
fashioned garden where roses and currant-bushes touched 
each other, and where the feathery asparagus formed a pretty 
background to the pinks and gilly-fiowcii^ there was no 
drive up to the door. We got out at a little gate, and walked 

up a straight box-edged path Just then Mr Holbrook 

appeared at the door, rubbing his hands in very effervescence 
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of hospitality. He looked more like my idea of Don Quixote 
than ever, and yet the likeness was only external. His 
respectable housekeeper stood modestly at the door to bid us 
welcome; and, while she led the elder ladies upstairs to a 
bed-room, I begged to look about the garden. My request 
evidently pleased the old gentleman, who took me all round 
the place, and showed me his six-and-twenty cows, named 
after the different letters of the alphabet. As we went along 
he surprised me occasionally by repeating apt and beautiful 
quotations from the poets, ranging easily from Shakespeare 
and George Herbert to those of our own day. He did this as 
naturally as if he were thinking aloud, and their true and 
beautiful words were the best expression he could find for 
what he was thinking or feeling. To be sure, he called 
Byron “ my Lord Byrron,” and pronounced the name of 
Goethe strictly in accordance with the English sound of the 
letters. . . . 

When he and I went in, we found that dinner was nearly 
ready in the kitchen — for so I suppose the room ought to be 
called, as there were oak dressers and cupboards all round, 
all over by the side of the fire-place, and only a small Turkey 
carpet in the middle of the flag-floor. The room might 
have been easily made into a handsome dark-oak dining- 
parlour, by removing the oven and a few other appurtenances 
of a kitchen, which were evidently never used, the real 
cooking-place being at some distance. The room in which 
we were expected to sit was a stiffly furnished ugly apart- 
ment; but that in which we did sit was what Mr Holbrook 
called the counting-house, where he paid the labourers their 
weekly wages at a great desk near the door. The rest of the 
pretty sitting-room — looking into the orchard, and all 
covered over with dancing tree-shadows — was filled with 
books. They lay on the ground, they covered the walls, they 
strewed the table. He was evidently half ashamed and half 
proud of his extravagance in this respect They were of all 
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Icinds — ^poetry and wild weird tales prevailing. He evidently 
chose his books in accordance with his own tastes, not because 
such and such were classical or established favourites. 

“Ah!” he said, “we farmers ought not to have much 
time for reading; yet somehow one can’t help it” . . . 

We had pudding before meat; and I thought Mr Holbrook 
was going to make some apology for his old-fashioned ways, 
for he began: 

“ I don’t know whether you like new-fangled ways." 

“ Oh, not at all ! ” said Miss Matty. 

“No more do I," said he. “ My housekeeper toiV/ have 
these in her new fashion; or else I tell her that when I "was 
a young man, we used to keep strictly to my father’s rule, 
*No broth, no ball; no ball, no beef’; and alrvays began 
dinner with broth. Then we had suet puddings boiled in 
the broth with the beef; and then the meat itself. If we 
did not sup our broth, we had no ball, which we liked a deal 
better; and the beef came last of all, and only those had it 
who had done justice to the broth and the ball. Now folks 
begin with sweet things and turn their dinners topsy-turvy." 

When the ducks and green peas came, we looked at each 
other in dismay; we had only two-pronged black-handled 
forks. It is true the steel was as bright as silver; but what 
were we to do ? Miss Matty picked up her peas one by one, 
on the point of the prongs, much as Amine ate her grains 
of rice after her previous feast with the Ghoul. Miss Pole 
sighed over her delicate young peas as she left fhem on one 
side of her plate untasted, for they vtiould drop betw'een the 
prongs. I looked at my host: the peas were going wholesale 
into his capacious mouth, shovelled up by his large, round- 
ended knife. I saw, I imitated, 1 sundved! My friends, in 
spite of my precedent, could not muster up courage enough 
to do an ungenteel thing; and, if Mr Holbrook had not 
been so heartily hungry, he would probably have seen that 
the good peas went away almost untouched. 
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After dinner, a clay pipe was brought in, and a spittoon; 
and, asking us to retire to another room, where he would 
soon join us, if we disliked tobacco-smoke, he presented his 
pipe to Miss Matty, and requested her to fill the bowl. This 
was a compliment to a lady in his youth; but it was rather 
inappropriate to propose it as an honour to Miss Matty, who 
had been trained by her sister to hold smoking of every kind 
in utter abhorrence. But if it was a shock to her refinement, 
it was also a gratification to her feelings to be thus selected; 
so she daintily stuffed the strong tobacco into the pipe, and 
then we withdrew. 

** It is very pleasant dining with a bachelor,” said Miss 
Matty softly, as we settled ourselves in the counting-house. 
“ I only hope it is not improper; so many pleasant things 
are! ” 

“ What a number of books he has ! ” said Miss Pole, 
looking round the room. “ And how dusty they are 1 ” 

“ I think it must be like one of the great Dr Johnson’s 
rooms,” said Miss Matty. “What a superior man your 
cousin must be ! ” 

“ Yes ! ” said Miss Pole, “he’s a great reader; but I am 
afraid he has got uncouth habits with living alone,” 

“ Oh ! uncouth is too hard a word. I should call him eccen- 
tric; very clever people always are ! ” replied Miss Matty. 

When Mr Holbrook returned, he proposed a walk in the 
fields; but the two elder ladies were afraid of damp and dirt, 
and had only very unbecoming calashes to put on over their 
caps; so they declined, and I was again his companion in a 
turn which he said he was obliged to take to see his men. 
He strode along, either wholly forgetting my existence, or 
soothed into silence by his pipe — and yet it was not silence 
exactly. He walked before me, with a stooping gait, his 
hands clasped behind him; and, as some tree or cloud, or 
glimpse of distant upland pastures, struck him, he quoted 
poetry to hiihself, saying it out loud in a grand sonorous 
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voice, with just the emphasis that true feeling and apprecia- 
tion give. We came upon an old cedar-tree, which stood 
at one end of the house ; 

" The cedar spreads his dark-green layers of shade, 

“ Capital term — * layers ’ 1 Wonderful man ! ” I did not 
know whether he was speaking to me or not; but I put in 
an assenting “ wonderful,” alAough I knew nothing about 
it, just because I was tired of being forgotten, and of being 
consequently silent. 

He turned sharp round. “Ay! you may say ‘ wonderful.’ 
Why, when I saw the review of his poems in Blackwood^ I 
set off within an hour, and walked seven miles to Misselton 
(for the horses were not in the way) and ordered them. 
Now, what colour are ash-buds in March ? ” 

Is the man going mad ? thought I. He is very like Don 
Quixote. 

“ What colour are they, I say ? ” repeated he vehemently. 

“ I am sure I don’t know, sir,” said I, with the meekness 
of ignorance. 

“ I knew you didn’t. No more did I — an old fool that 
I am! — till tbis young man comes and tells me. Black as 
ash-buds in March. And I’ve lived all my life in the coun- 
try; more shame for me not to know. Black: they are jet- 
black, madam.” And he went off again, swinging along to 
the music of some rhyme he had got hold of. 

When we came back, nothing would serve him, but he 
must read us the poems he had been speaking of; and Miss 
Pole encouraged him in his proposal, I thought, because she 
wished to hear his beautiful reading, of which she had 
boasted; but she afterwards said it was because she had got 
to a difficult part of her crochet, and wanted to count the 
stitches without having to talk. Whatever he had proposed 
would have been right to Miss Matty; although she did fall 
sound asleep within five minutes after he had begun a long 
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poem, called LocksUy Hall, and had a comfortable nap, 
unobserved, till he ended j when the cessation of his voice 
woke her up, and she said, feeling that something was 
expected, and that Miss Pole was counting; 

“ What a pretty book! ” 

“ Pretty, madam, it’s beautiful ! Pretty, indeed! ” 

“ Oh yes I I meant beautiful ! ” said she, fluttered at his 
disapproval of her word. “ It is so like that beautiful poem 
of Dr Johnson’s my sister used to read — I forget the name of 
it; what was it, my dear ? ” turning to me. 

“ Which do you mean, ma’am ? What was it about ? ” 

“ I don’t remember what it was about, and I’ve quite 
forgotten what the name of it was; but it was written by 
Dr Johnson, and was very beautiful, and very like what Mr 
Holbrook has just been reading.” 

“ I don’t remember it,” said he, reflectively. “ But I 
don’t know Dr Johnson’s poems well. I must read them.” 

As we were getting into the fly to return, I heard Mr 
Holbrook say that he should call on the ladies soon, and 
inquire how they got home; and this evidently pleased and 
fluttered Miss Matty at the time he said it; but after we 
had lost sight of the old house among the trees her sentiments 
towards the master of it were gradually absorbed in a dis- 
tressing wonder as to whether Martha had broken her word 
and seized on the opportunity of her mistress’s absence to 
have a ‘ follower.’ 

From ^'Cranford'* 


THE HALL FARM 

GEORGE ELIOT 

It was once the Hall; it is now the Hall Farm. Like the 
life in some coast-town that was once a wateting-place, and 
is now a port, where the genteel streets are silent and grass- 
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grown, and the docks and warehouses busy and resonant, the 
life at the Hall has changed its focus, and no longer radiates 
from the parlour, but from the kitchen and the farmyard. 

Plenty of life there! though this is the drowsiest time of 
the year, just before hay-harvest; and it is the drowsiest 
time of the day too, for it is close upon three by the sun, 
and it is half-past three by Mrs Poyser’s handsome eight-day 
clock. But there is always a stronger sense of life when the 
sun is brilliant after rain; and now he is pouring down his 
beams, and making sparkles among the wet straw, and 
lighting up every patch of green moss on the red tiles of the 
cowshed, and turning even the muddy water that is hurrying 
along the channel to the drain into a mirror for the yellow- 
billed ducks, who are seizing the opportunity of getting a 
drink with as much body in it as possible. There is quite 
a concert of noises; the great bull-dog, chained against the 
stables, is thrown into furious exasperation by the unwaiy' 
approach of a cock too near the mouth of his kennel, and 
sends forth a thundering bark, which is answered by two 
fox-hounds shut up in the opposite cow-house; the old top- 
knotted hens, scratching with their chicks among the straw, 
set up a sympathetic croaking as the discomfited cock joins 
them; a sow with her brood, all very muddy as to the legs 
and curled as to the tail, throws in some deep staccato notes; 
our friends the calves are bleating from the home croft; and 
under all, a fine ear discerns the continuous hum of human 
voices. 

For the great barn-doors are thrown wide open, and men 
are busy there mending the harness, under the superintend- 
ence of Mr Goby the ‘ whittaw,’ otherwise saddler, who 
entertains them with the latest Treddleston gossip. It is 
certainly rather an unfortunate day that Alick the shepherd 
has chosen for having the whittaws, since the morning turned 
out so wet; and hdrs Poyser has spoken her mind pretty 
strongly as to the dirt which the extra number of men’s shoes 
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brought into the house at dinner-time. Indeed, she has not 
yet recovered her equanimity on the subject, though it is 
now nearly three hours since dinner and the house-floor is 
perfectly clean again — as clean as everything else in that 
wonderful house-place, where the only chance of collecting 
a few grains of dust , would be to climb on the salt-coffer, 
and put your finger on the high mantelshelf, on which the 
glittering brass candlesticks are enjoying their summer 
sinecure; for at this time of the year, of course, every one 
goes to bed while it is yet light, or at least light enough to 
discern the outlines of objects after you have bruised your 
shins against them. Surely nowhere else could an oak clock- 
case and an oak table have got to such a polish by the hand: 
genuine “elbow polish,” as Mrs Poyser called it, for she 
thanked God she never had any of your varnished rubbish 
in her house. Hetty Sorrel often took the opportunity, when 
her aunt’s back was turned, of looking at the pleasing reflec- 
tion of herself in those polished surfaces, for the oak table 
was usually turned up like a screen, and was more for 
ornament than for use; and she could see herself sometimes 
in the great round pewter dishes that were ranged on the 
shelves above the long deal dinner-table, or in the hobs of 
the grate that always shone like jasper. 

Everything was looking at its brightest at this moment, 
for the sun shone right on the pewter dishes, and from their 
reflecting surfaces pleasant jets of light were thrown on 
mellow oak and bright brass. . . . No scene could have 
been more peaceful, if Mrs Poyser, who was ironing a few 
things that still remained from the Monday’s wash, had not 
been making a frequent clinking with her iron, and moving 
to and fro whenever she wanted it to cool, carrying the keen 
glance of her blue-grey eye from the kitchen to the dairy, 
where Hetty was making up the butter, and from the dairy 
to the back-kitchen, where Nancy was taking the pies out 
of the oven. Do not suppose, however, that Mrs Poyser was 
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elderly or shrewish in her appearance; she was a good- 
looking woman, not more than cight-and-thirty, of fair 
complexion and sandy hair, well-shapen, light-footed : the 
most conspicuous article in her attire was an ample chequered 
linen apron, which almost covered her skirt; and nothing 
could be plainer or less noticeable than her cap and gown, for 
there was no weakness of which she was less tolerant than 
feminine vanity, and the preference of ornament to utility. 
The family likeness bettveen her and her niece Dinah 
Morris, with the contrast between her keenness and Dinah’s 
seraphic gentleness of expression, might have served a painter 
as an excellent suggestion for a Martha and Mary. Their 
eyes were just of the same colour, but a striking test of the 
difference in their operation was seen in the demeanour of 
Trip, the black-and-tan terrier, whenever that much- 
suspeaed dog unwarily e.xposed himself to the freezing arctic 
ray of Mrs Poyser’s glance. Her tongue was not less keen 
than her eye, and, whenever a damsel came within earshot, 
seemed to take up an unfinished lecture, as a barrel-organ 
takes up a tune, precisely at tlie point where it left off. 

The fact that it was churning-day tvas another reason 
why it was inconvenient to have the ‘ whittaws,’ and why, 
consequently, Mrs Poyser should scold Molly the housemaid 
with unusual severity. To all appearance Molly had got 
through her after-dinner work in an exemplar)’ manner, had 
‘ cleaned herself’ with great dispatch, and now came to ask, 
submissively, if she should sit down to her spinning till 
milking-time. But this blameless conduct, according to 
Mrs Poyser, shrouded a secret indulgence of unbecoming 
w’ishes, which she now dragged forth and held up to Molly’s 
view with cutting eloquence. 

“Spinning, indeed! It isn’t spinning as you’d be at. I’ll 
be bound, and let you have your own way. I never laiew 
your equals for gallowsness. To think of a gell o’ your age 
wanting to go and sit with half a dozen men! I’d ha’ been 
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ashamed to let the words pass over my lips if I’d been you. 
And you, as have been here ever since last MIcIiaelmas, and 
I hired you at Trcddlcs’on stattits, without a bit o’ char- 
acter — as I say, you might be grateful to be hired in that 
way to a respectable place; and you knew no more o’ what 
belongs to work when you come here than the mawkin i’ 
the field. As poor a two-fisted thing as ever I saw, you 
know you was. Who taught you to scrub a floor, I should 
like to know ? Why, you’d leave the dirt in heaps i’ the 
corners — anybody ’ud think you’d never been brought up 
among Christians. And as for spinning, why, you’ve wasted 
as much as your wage i’ the flax you’ve spoiled in learning to 
spin. And you’ve a right to feel that, and not to go about as 
gaping and as thoughtless as if you was beholding to nobody. 
Comb the wool for the whittaws, indeed ! That’s what 
you’d like to be doing, is it? That’s the way with you — 
that’s the road you’d all like to go, headlongs to ruin, Y ou’re 
never easy till you’ve got some sweetheart as is as big a fool 
as yourself: you think you’ll be finely off when you’re 
married, I dare say, and have got a three-legged stool to sit 
on, and never a blanket to cover you, and a bit o’ oat-cake 
for your dinner, as three children arc a-snatching at.” 

“ I’m sure I donna want t’ go wi’ tire whittaws,” said 
Molly, whimpering, and quite overcome by this Dantean 
picture of her future, “ on’y we allays used to comb the wool 
for’n at Mester Ottley’s; an’ so I just axed ye. I donna 
want to set eyes on the whittaws again; I wish I may never 
stir if I do.” 

“ Mr Ottley’s, indeed! It’s fine talking o’ what you did 
at Mr Ottley’s. Your missis there might like her floors 
dirted with whittaws for what I know. There’s no knowing 
what folk tuonua like — such ways as I’ve heard of! I never 
had a girl come into my house as seemed to know what 
cleaning was; I think people live like pigs for my part. 
And as to that Betty as was dairy maid at Trent’s before 
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she came to me, she’d ha’ left the cheeses without turning 
from week’s end to week’s end, and the dairy thralls, I might 
ha’ wrote my name on ’em when I come downstairs after 
my illness as the doctor said it was inflammation — it was a 
mercy I got well of it. And to think o’ your knowing no 
better, Molly, and been here a’going i’ nine months, and 
not for want of talking to neither — and what are you 
standing there for, like a jack as is run down, istead o’ 
getting your wheel out ? You’re a rare one for sitting down 
to your work a little while after it’s time to put by.” 

“ Munny, my iron’s twite told; pease put it down to 
w’arm.” 

The small chirruping voice that uttered this request came 
from a little sunny-haired girl between three and four, who, 
seated on a high chair at the end of the ironing-table, was 
arduously clutching the handle of a miniature iron with her 
tiny fat fist, and ironing rags with an assiduity that required her 
to put her little red tongue out as far as anatomy would allow. 

“ Cold, is it, my darling ? Bless your sweet face ! ” said 
Mrs Poyser, who was remarkable for the facility with which 
she could relapse from her official objurgatory tone to one 
of fondness or of friendly converse. “ Never mind 1 Mother’s 
done her ironing now. She’s going to put the ironing things 
away.” 

“ Munny, I tould ’ike to do into de bam to Tommy, to 
see de whittawd.” 

No, no, no; Totty ’ud get her feet wet,” said Mrs 
Poyser, carrying away her iron. “ Run into the dairy and 
see cousin Hetty make the butter.” 

I tould ’ike a bit o’ pum-take,” rejoined Totty, who 
seemed to be provided with several relays of requests; at the 
same time taking advantage of her momentary leisure to 
put her fingers into a bowl of starch and drag it down, so as 
to empty the contents with tolerable completeness on to the 
ironing sheet. 
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“ Did ever anybody see the like?” screamed Mrs Poyscr, 
running towards the table where her eye had fallen on the 
blue stream. “ The child’s allays i’ mischief if your back’s 
turned a minute. What shall I do to you, you naughty, 
naughty gell ? ” 

Totty however had descended from the chair with great 
swiftness, and was already in retreat towards the dairy with 
a sort of waddling run, and an amount of fat on the nape of 
her neck which made her look like the metamorphosis of a 
white sucking pig. 

The starch having been wiped up by Molly’s help, and the 
ironing apparatus put by, Mrs Poyscr took up the knitting, 
which always lay ready at hand, and was the work she liked 
best, because she could carry it on automatically as she walked 
to and fro. 

From '’'’Adam B(dc ” 
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MR COLLINS 

JANE AUSTEN 

E was a tall heavj'-looking young man of fivc-and- 
tw’enty. His air was grave and stately, and his 
manners were verj’ formal. He had not been long 
seated before he complimented Mrs Bennet on having so 
fine a family of daughters; said he had heard mud) of their 
beauty, but that in this instance fame had fallen short of the 
truth; and added, that he did not doubt her seeing them all 
in due time well disposed of in marriage. This gallantry' 
was not much to the taste of some of his hearers; but Mrs 
Bennet, who quarrelled with no compliments, answered 
most readily. . . . During dinner, Mr Bennet scarcely 
spoke at all; but when the servants were withdrawn, he 
thought it time to have some conversation w'ith his guest, 
and therefore started a subject in which he expected him to 
shine, by observing that he seemed very fortunate in his 
patroness. Lady Catherine de Bourgh’s attention to his 
wishes, and consideration for his comfort, appeared very 
remarkable. Mr Bennet could not have chosen better. 
Mr Collins was eloquent in her praise. The subject elevated 
him to more than usual solemnity of manner, and, with a 
most important aspect, he protested that “ he had never in 
his life witnessed such behaviour in a person of rank — such 
affability and condescension as he had himself experienced 
from Lady Catherine. She had been graciously pleased to 
approve of both the discourses which he had already had the 
honour of preaching before her. She had also asked him 
twice to dine at Rosings, and had sent for him, only the 
Saturday before, to make up her pool for quadrille in the 
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evening. Lady Catherine was reckoned proud by many 
people he knew, but he had never seen anything but affa- 
bility in her. She had always spoken to him as she would to 
any other gentleman ; she made not the smallest objection to 
his joining in the society of the neighbourhood nor to his 
leaving his parish occasionally for a week or two, to visit 
his relations. She had even condescended to advise him to 
marry as soon as he could, provided he chose with discretion; 
and had once paid him a visit in his humble parsonage, where 
she had perfectly approved all the alterations he had been 
making and had even vouchsafed to suggest some herself — 
some shelves in the closets upstairs.” . . . 

Mr Bennet’s expectations were fully answered. His cousin 
was as absurd as he had hoped, and he listened to him with 
the keenest enjoyment, maintaining at the same time the 
most resolute composure of countenance, and except in an 
occasional glance at Elizabeth requiring no partner in his 
pleasure. 

By tea-time, however, the dose had been enough, and 
Mr Bennet was glad to take his guest into the drawing-room 
again, and when tea was over, glad to invite him to read 
aloud to the ladies. Mr Collins readily assented, and a book 
was produced ; but on beholding it (for everything announced 
it to be from a circulating library), he started back, and 
begging pardon, protested that he never read novels. Kitty 
stared at him, and Lydia exclaimed. Other books were 
produced, and after some deliberation he chose Fordyce’s 
Sermons. Lydia gaped as he opened the volume, and before 
he had, with very monotonous solemnity, read three pages, 
she interrupted him with : 

“ Do you know, mamma, that my uncle Philips talks of 
turning away Richard; and if he does, Colonel Forster will 
hire him. My aunt told me so herself on Saturday. I shall 
walk to Meryton to-morrow to hear more about it, and to 
ask when Mr Denny comes back from town.” 
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Lydia was bid by her two eldest sisters to hold her tongue} 
but Mr Collins, much offended, laid aside his book, and said: 

“ I have often observed how little young ladies arc 
interested by boolts of a serious stamp, though written solely 
for their benefit. It amazes me, I confess ; for, certainly, 
there can be nothing so advantageous to them as instruction. 
But 1 will no longer importune my young cousin.” . . . 

The next day opened a new scene at Longbourn. Mr 
Collins made his declaration in form. Having resolved to do 
it without loss of time, as his leave of absence extended only 
to the following Saturday, and having no feelings of diffidence 
to make it distressing to himself even at the moment, he set 
about it in a very orderly manner, with all the observances, 
which he supposed a regular part of the business. On finding 
Mrs Bonnet, Elizabeth, and one of the younger girls together, 
soon after breakfast, he addressed the mother in these words: 
“ May I hope, madam, for your interest with your fair 
daughter Elizabeth, when 1 solicit for the honour of a private 
audience with her in the course of the morning? ” 

. . . Mrs Bennet and Kitty walked off, and as soon as 
tliey were gone Mr Collins began. 

” Believe me, my dear Miss Elizabeth, that your modesty, 
so far from doing you any disservice, rather adds to your 
other perfections. You would have been less amiable in my 
eyes had there not been this little unwillingness} but allow 
me to assure you that I have your respected mother’s per- 
mission for this address. You can hardly doubt the purport 
of my discourse, however your natural delicacy' may lead 
you to dissemble; my attentions have been too marked to be 
mistaken. Almost as soon as I entered the house, I singled 
you out as the companion of my future life. But before 
I am run away with by my feelings on this subject, perhaps 
it would be advisable for me to state my re.asons for marrying 
• and, moreover, for coming into Hertfordshire with the 
design of selecting a wife, as 1 certainly did.” 
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The idea of Mr CollinSj with all his solemn composure, 
being run away with by his feelings, made Elizabeth so near 
laughing, that she could not use the short pause he allowed 
in any attempt to stop him further, and he continued ; 

“ My reasons for marrying are, first, that I think it a right 
thing for every clergyman in easy circumstances (like myself) 
to set the example of matrimony in his parish ; secondly, that 
I am convinced that it will add very greatly to my happiness} 
and, thirdly — which perhaps I ought to have mentioned 
earlier — that it is the particular advice and recommendation 
of the very noble lady whom I have the honour of calling 
patroness. Twice has she condescended to give me her 
opinion (unasked too!) on this subject} and it was but the 
very Saturday night before I left Hunsford — ^between our 
pools at quadrille, while Mrs Jenkinson was arranging Miss 
de Bourgh’s footstool, that she said ‘ Mr Collins, you must 
marry. A clergyman like you must marry. Choose properly, 
choose a gentlewoman for my sake} and for your own let 
her be an active, useful sort of person, not brought up high, 
but able to make a small income go a good way. This is my 
advice. Find such a woman as soon as you can, bring her to 
Hunsford, and I will visit her.’ Allow me by the way, to 
observe, my fair cousin, that I do not reckon the notice and 
kindness of Lady Catherine de Bourgh as among the least of 
the advantages in my power to offer. You will find her 
manners beyond anything I can describe} and your wit and 
vivacity, I think, must be acceptable to her, especially when 
tempered with the silence and respect which her rank will 
inevitably excite. Thus much for my general intention in 
favour of matrimony} it remains to be told why my views 
were directed to Lohgbourn instead of my own neighbour- 
hood, where, I assure you, there are many amiable young 
women. But the fact is that, being, as I am, to inherit 
the estate after the death of your honoured father (who, 
however, may live many years longer), I could not satisfy 
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mj’sclf without resolving to clioosc n wife from among his 
daughters, that the loss to tliem might be as little as possible, 
when the melancholy event takes place — which, however, 
as I have already said, may not be for several years. 'I his 
has been my motive, my fair cousin, and I (latter mj'self it 
will not sink me in your esteem. And now nothing rem.ains 
for me but to assure you in the most animated language of 
the violence of my affection. To fortune I am perfectly 
indifferent, and sh,all make no demand of that nature on your 
father, since I am well aware that it could not be complied 
with and that one thousand pounds in the 4 per cents., wliich 
will not be yours till .ifter your mother’s dccc.TSC, is all that 
you may ever be entitled to. On that head, therefore, 1 shall 
be uniformly silent; and you may assure yourself that no 
ungenerous rcpro.-.ch shall ever pass my lips when we are 
married.” 

It w.as absolutely necessary to internipt him now. 

“You arc too hasty, sir,” she cried. “You forget that 
I have made no answer. Let me do it without further loss 
of time. Accept my thanks for the compliment you arc pay- 
ing me. I am very sensible of the honour of your proposals, 
but it is impossible for me to do otherwise than decline them.” 

“ I am not now to learn,” replied Mr Collins, with a 
formal wave of the hand, “ that it is usual with young ladies 
to reject the addresses of the man whom they secretly mean 
to accept, when he first applies for their favour; and that 
sometimes the refusal is repeated a second or even a third 
time. I am therefore by no means discouraged by what you 
have just said, and shall hope to lead you to the altar ere 
long.” 

Upon my word, sir,” cried Elizabeth, “ your hope is 
rather an e.vtraordinary one after my declaration. I do assure 
you that I am not one of tliosc young ladies (if such young 
ladies there are) who are so daring as to risk their happiness 
on the chance of being asked a second time. I am perfectly 
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serious in my refusal. You could not make me happy, and 
I am convinced that I am the last woman in the world who 
would make you so. Nay, were your friend Lady Catherine 
to know me, I am persuaded she would find me in every 
respect ill qualified for the situation.” 

” Were it certain that Lady Catherine would think so,” 
said Mr Collins very gravely — “ but I cannot imagine that 
her ladyship would at all disapprove of you. And you may 
be certain when I have the honour of seeing her again, I shall 
speak in the highest terms of your modesty, economy, and 
other amiable qualifications.” 

“ Indeed, Mr Collins, all praise of me will be unnecessary. 
You must give me leave to judge for myself, and pay me the 
compliment of believing what I say, I wish you very happy 
and very rich, and, by refusing your hand, do all in my power 
to prevent your being otherwise. In making me the offer, 
you must have satisfied the delicacy of your feelings with 
regard to my family, and may take possession of Longbourn 
estate whenever it falls, without any self-reproach. This 
matter may be considered, therefore, as finally settled.” And 
rising as she thus spoke, she would have quitted the room, 
had not Mr Collins thus addressed her. 

” When I do myself the honour of speaking to you next 
on the subject, I shall hope to receive a more favourable 
answer than you have now given me; though I am far from 
accusing you of cruelty at present, because I know it to be the 
established custom of your sex to reject a man on the first 
application, and perhaps you have even now said as much to 
encourage my suit as would be consistent with the true 
delicacy of the female character.” 

“Really, Mr Collins,” cried Elizabeth, with some 
warmth, “you puzzle me exceedingly. If what I have 
hitherto said can appear to you in the form of encouragement, 
I know not how to express my refusal in such a way as may 
convince you of its being one.” 
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“ You must give me leave, my dear cousin, to flatter 
mpclf tliat your refusal of my addresses is merely words of 
course. My reasons for believing it arc briefly these: It 
docs not appear to me that my hand is unworthy of your 
acceptance, or that the establishment I can offer would be 
any other than highly desirable. My situation in life, my 
connections with the family of dc Bourgh, and my relation- 
ship to your own, arc circumstances highly in my favour; 
and you should talce into further consideration that in spite 
of your manifold attractions, it is by no mc.ans certain that 
another offer of marriage may ever be made you. Your 
portion is unhappily so sm.all, that it will, in all likelihood, 
undo the effects of your loveliness and amiable qualifications. 
As I must therefore conclude that you arc not serious in 
your rejection of me, I shall choose to attribute it to your 
wish of increasing my love by suspense, according to the 
usual practice of elegant females.” 

” I do assure you, sir, that I have no pretensions whatever 
to that kind of elegance which consists in tormenting a res- 
pectable man. I would rather be paid the compliment of 
being believed sincere. I thank you again and agiin for the 
honour you have done me in your proposals, but to accept 
them is absolutely impossible. My feelings in every respect 
forbid it. Can I speak pl.iincr? Do not consider me now as 
an elegant female, intending to plague you, but as a rational 
creature, speaking the truth from her heart.” 

“You arc uniformly charming!” cried he, with an air 
of awkward gallantry; “and 1 am persuaded that when 
sanctioned by the express authority of both your excellent 
parents, my proposals will not fail of being acceptable.” 

To such perseverance in wilful self-deception Eli 7 .abcth 
would make no reply, and immediately and in silence with- 
drew; determined, that if he persisted in considering her 
repeated refusals as flattering encouragement, to apply to her 
father, whose negative might be uttered in such a manner 
68 


MARCH OF THE SUNDAY SCHOOLS 

as must be decisive, and whose behaviour at least could not 
be mistaken for the affectation and coquetry of an elegant 
female. 

From Pride and Prejudice ” 


THE MARCH OF THE SUNDAY SCHOOLS 

CHARLOTTE BRONTE 

Mr Helstone produced his watch. “Ten minutes to 
two,” he announced aloud. “ Time for all to fall into line. 
Come.” He seized his shovel-hat and marched away. All 
rose and followed e» masse. 

The twelve hundred children were drawn up in three 
bodies of four hundred souls each; in the rear of each regi- 
ment was stationed a band; between every twenty there was 
an interval, wherein Helstone posted the teachers in pairs. 
To the van of the armies he summoned: 

“ Grace Bouicby and Mary Sykes lead out Whinbury.” 

“ Margaret Hall and Mary Ann Ainley conduct 
N unnely.” 

“ Caroline Helstone and Shirley Keeldar head Briarfield,” 

Then again he gave command: 

“ Mr Donne to Whinbury; Mr Sweeting to Nunnely; 
Mr Malone to Briarfield.” 

And these gentlemen stepped up before the lady-generals. 

The rectors passed to the full front ; the parish clerks fell 
to the extreme rear, Helstone lifted his shovel-hat. On an 
instant out clashed the eight bells in the tower, loud swelled 
the sounding bands, flute spoke and darion answered, deep 
rolled the drums, and away they marched. 

Not on combat bent, nor of foemen in search, was this 
priest-led and woman-officered company; yet their music 
played martial tunes, and, to judge by the eyes and carriage 
of some — Miss Keeldar for instance — these sounds awoke, if 
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not a manial, yet a longing spirit. Old Helstone, turning by 
chance, looked into her fece; and he laughed, and she 
laughed at him. 

“There is no battle in prospect,” he said; “our country 
does not want us to fight for it. No foe or tyrant is ques- 
tioning or threatening our Hbert)'. There is nothing to be 
done. We are only taking a walk. Keep your hand on the 
reins, captain, and slack the fire of that spirit. It is not 
wanted, the more’s the pity.” 

“Take your own advice, doctor,” was Shirley’s re- 
sponse. . . . 

“We shall pass through Royd Lane, to reach Nunnely 
Common by a short cut,” said Mr Helstone. 

And into the straits of Royd Lane, they accordingly 
defiled. It was very narrow — so narrow that only two could 
walk abreast without falling into the ditch which ran along 
each side. They had gained the middle of it, when excite- 
ment became obvious in the clerical commanders. Boultby’s 
spectacles and Helstone’s Rehoboam were agitated; the 
curates nudged each other; Mr Hall turned to the ladies 
and smiled. 

“What is the matter?” was the demand. 

He pointed with his staff to the end of the lane before 
them. Lo and behold! another, an opposition procession 
was there entering, headed also by men in black, and fol- 
lowed, as they could now hear, by music. 

“Is it our double ? ” asked Shirley, “ our manifold wraith ? 
Here is a card turned up.” 

“ If you wanted a battle, you are likely to get one — ^at 
least of looks,” whispered Caroline, laughing. 

“ They shall not pass us! ” cried the curates unanimously; 
“ we’ll not give way! ” 

“Give way!” retorted Helstone sternly, turning round; 

w'ho talks of ^ving way? You, boys, mind what you are 
about. The ladies I know will be firm. I can trust them. 
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There is not a churdtwoman here but will stand her ground 
against these folks, for the honour of the Establishment, — 
What does Miss Kecldar say ? 

“ She asks what is it.” 

“The Dissenting and Methodist schools, the Baptists, 
Independents, and Wesleyans, joined in unholy alliance, 
and turning purposely into this lane with the intention of 
obstructing our march and driving us back.” 

“ Bad manners! ” said Shirley, “ and 1 hate bad manners. 
Of course they must have a lesson.” 

“ A lesson in politeness,” suggested Mr Hall, who was 
ever for peace, ‘‘ not an example of rudeness,” 

Old Helstone moved on. Quickening his pace, he marched 
some yards in advance of his company. He had nearly 
reached the other sable leaders, when he who appeared to 
act as the hostile commander-in-chief — a large greasy man, 
with black hair combed flat on his forehead — called a halt. 
He drew forth a hymn-book, gave out a verse, set a tune, and 
they all struck up the most dolorous of canticles. 

Helstone signed to his bands. They clashed out with all 
the power of brass. He desired them to play Rule Britannia! 
and ordered the children to join in vocally, which they did 
with enthusiastic spirit. The enemy was sung and stormed 
down, his psalm quelled. As far as noise went, he was 
conquered. 

“Now, follow me!” exclaimed Helstone j “not at a 
run, but at a firm smart pace. Be steady, every child and 
woman of you. Keep together. Hold on by each other’s 
skirts if necessary.” 

And he strode on with such a determined and deliberate 
gait, and was, besides, so well seconded by his scholars and 
teachers, who did exactly as he told them, neither running 
nor faltering, but marching with cool, solid impetus — the 
curates too being compelled to do the same, as they were 
between two fires, Helstone and Miss Keeldar, both of whom 
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servants of the neighbourhood, together with the clerks’, the 
singers’, and the musicians’ wives, had been pressed into the 
service of the day as waiters. Each vied with the other in 
smartness and daintiness of dress, and many handsome forms 
were seen among the younger ones. About half a score were 
cutting bread-and-butter, another half-score supplying hot 
water, brought from the coppers of the rector’s kitchen. 
The profusion of flowers and evergreens, decorating the 
white walls, the show of silver teapots and bright porcelain on 
the tables, the active figures, blithe faces, gay dresses flitting 
about everywhere, formed altogether a refreshing and lively 
spectacle. Everybody talked, not very loudly, but merrily, 
and the canary-birds sung shrill in their high-hung cages. 

Caroline as the rector’s niece, took her place at one of the 
three first tables ; Mrs Boultby and Margaret Hall officiated 
at the others. At these tables the Hite of the company were 
to be entertained, strict rules of equality not being more the 
fashion at Briarfield than elsewhere. Miss Helstone removed 
her bonnet and scarf, that she might be less oppressed with 
the heat. Her long curls, falling on her neck, served almost 
in place of a veil, and for the rest, her muslin dress was 
fashioned modestly as a nun’s robe, enabling her thus to 
dispense with the encumbrance of a shawl. 

The room was filling. Mr Hall had taken his post beside 
Caroline; as she rearranged the cups and spoons before her, 
she whispered to him in a low voice remarks on the events 
of the day. He looked a little grave about what had taken 
place in Royd Lane, and she tried to smile him out of his 
seriousness. . . . 

Caroline now looked round for Shirley. She saw the 
rainbow scarf and purple dress in the centre of a throng of 
ladies, all well known to herself, but all of the order whom 
she systematically avoided whenever avoidance was possible. 
Shyer at some moments than at others, she felt just now no 
courage at all to join this company. She could not, however, 
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tioncd — ^would not admit of a gentleman with his wife 
and four children living with the ordinary comforts of an 
artisan’s family. As regards the mere eating and drinking, 
the amounts of butcher’s meat and tea and butter, they of 
course were used in quantities which any artisan would have 
regarded as compatible only with demi-starvation. Better 
clothing for her children was necessary, and better clothing 
for him. As for her own raiment, the wives of few artisans 
would have been content to put up with Mrs Crawley’s best 
gown. The stuff of which it was made had been paid for by 
her mother when she with much difficulty bestowed upon 
her daughter her modest wedding trousseau. . . . 

The realities of life had become so stern to her that the 
outward aspects of them were as nothing. She would have 
liked a new gown because it would have been useful; but 
it would have been nothing to her if all the county knew that 
the one in which she went to church had been turned three 
times; it galled him, however, to think that he and his were 
so poorly dressed. “ I am afraid that you can hardly find a 
chair, Miss Robarts,” said Mr Crawley. 

Oh, yes, there is nothing here but this young gentleman’s 
library,” said Lucy, moving a pile of ragged, coverless books 
on to the table. “ I hope he’ll forgive me for moving them.” 

“They are not Bob’s, — at least not the most of them, — 
but mine,” said the girl. 

“ But some of them are mine,” said the boy, “ ain’t they, 
Grace? ” 

“ And are you a great scholar ? ” said Lucy, drawing the 
child to her. 

“ 1 don’t know,” said Grace, with a sheepish face, “lam 
in Greek Delectus and the irregular verbs.” 

“Greek Delectus, and the irregular verbs!” And Lucy 
held up her hands with astonishment. 

“ And she knows an ode of Horace, all by heart,” said 
Bob. 


75 



NINETEENTH-CENTURY LIFE 

“ An ode of Horace! ” said Lucy, still liolding the young 
shamefaced female prodigj' close to her knees. 

S'"'’® them,” said Mr Crawley, apologetic- 
ally. A little scholarship is all the fortune that has come 
in my way, and I endeavour to share that with my children.” 

I beheve^ men say that it is die best fortune any of us 
can Im'c, said Lucy, thinking, however, in her own nrind, 
that Horace and the irregular Greek verbs savoured too 
much of precocious forcing in a young lady of nine years old. 
i5ut, nevertheless, Grace was a pretty, simple-looking girl, 
and dung to her ally closely, and seemed to like being fondled, 
bo that Lucy anxiously wished that Mr Crawley could be 
got ria of, ana the presents produced. 

And then Lucy began petting the little boy, and by 
egrera slipped a sm.ill bag of gingerbread-nuts out of her 
into his Itandf. She had not the p.itiencc necessary for 
tvaiting, as had her sister-in-law. The boy took the bag, 
looked into It, and then looked up into her face. 

^ hat IS that. Bob? ” s.aid Mr Crawley. 

been Bobby, feeling that a sin had 

obliged to you; but our children are hardly used to sudi 

carry tldnK^nf ^ weak mind, Mr Crawley, and always 
Sren fo vn 'vith me when I go to visit 

to aS^t’trer” youHittleboy 

mamSl^nTrJwilfli’ Sefa'S you^ 

a time ” AnH l them, one at 

over to their mothef'' was carried 

laid it high on a bookU^.”* 
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“ Don’t be so hard, Mr Crawley, — not upon them, but on 
me. May I not learn whether they are good of their 
kind?” 

• “ lam sure they are very good; but I think their mamma 
will prefer their being put by for the present.” This was 
very discouraging to Lucy. If one small bag of gingerbread- 
nuts created so great a difficulty, how was she to dispose of 
the pot of guava jelly and box of bonbons, which were still in 
her muff; or how distribute the packet of oranges with which 
the pony carriage was laden? And there was jelly for the 
sick child, and chicken broth, which was in truth another 
jelly; and, to tell the truth openly, there was also a joint of 
fresh pork and a basket of fresh eggs from the Framley 
Parsonage farmyard, which Mrs Robarts was to introduce, 
should she find herself capable of doing so; but which would 
xertainly be cast out with utter scorn by Mr Crawley, if 
tendered in his immediate presence. There had also been 
a suggestion as to adding two or three bottles of port; but 
the courage of the ladies had failed them on that head, and 
the wine was not now added to their difficulties. Lucy found 
it very difficult to keep up a conversation with Mr Crawley 
— the more so as Mrs Robarts and Mrs Crawley presently 
withdrew into a bed-room, taking the two younger children 
with them. “ How unlucky,” thought Lucy, “ that she has 
not got my muff with her.” But the muff lay in her lap, 
ponderous with its rich enclosures. . . . 

At this moment Providence sent great relief to Miss 
Robarts in the shape of Mrs Crawley’s red-armed maid-of- 
all-work, who, walking up to her master, whispered into his 
ear that he was wanted. It was the time of the day that his 
attendance was always required in his parish school ; and that 
attendance being so punctually given, those who wanted him 
looked for him there at this hour, and if he were absent, did 
not scruple to send for him. . . . 

"Papa’s gone now,” whispered Bobby, “ I saw him turn 
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round the corner.” He at any rate had learned his lesson — 
as it was natural for him to do. Some one else, too, had 
learned that papa was gone; for, while Bob and Grace were 
still counting the big lumps of sugar-candy, each employed 
the while, for inward solace with an inch of barley sugar, the 
front-door opened, and a big basket, and a bundle done up 
in a kitchen cloth, made a surreptitious entrance into the 
house, and were quietly unpacked by Mrs Robarts herself 
on the table in Mrs Crawley’s bed-room. 

“ I did venture to bring them,” said Fanny, with a look 
of shame, “ for I know how a sick child occupies the whole 
house.” 


“ Ah, my friend,” said Mrs Crawley, taking hold of 
Mrs Robart’s arm and looking into her face, “ that sort of 
shame is over with me. God has tried us with want, and for 
my children’s sake I am glad of such relief.” 

“ But will he be angry? ” 

“ I will manage him. Dear Mrs Robarts, you must not 
be surprised at him. His lot is very hard to bear. Such things 
are so much worse for a man than for a woman.” Fanny 
was not quite prepared to admit this in her own heart, but 
she made no reply on this head. “ I am sure I hope we may 
be of to you,” she said, “ if you will only look on me as 
an old friend, and write to me if you want me. I hesitate to 
frequently for fear that I should offend him.” And 
t en, by degrees, there was confidence between them, and 
t e poverty-stricken wife of the perpetual curate was able to 
speak of the weight of her burden to the well-to-do young 
wifeoftheBarchesterprebendary. “ It was hard,” the former 
sal , to feel herself so different from the wives of other 
clergymen around her— to know that they lived softly, while 
^ work of her hands, and unceasing struggle 
f a energies, could hardly manage to place wholesome 
food before her husband and children. It tvas a terrible thing, 
a grietous t ing to think of, that all the work of her mind 
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should be given up to such subjects as these. But, never- 
theless she could bear it,” she said, “as long as he would 
carry himself like a man, and face his lot boldly before the 
world.” 

from '‘Fra/nUy Pamnage ” 


' . II. PLUMSTEAD EPISCOPI 

, ANTHONY TROLLOPE 

And now let us obsen'e the well-furnished breakfast-parlour 
at Plumstead Episcopi, and the comfortable air of all the 
belongings of the rectory. Comfortable they certainly were, 
but neither gorgeous, nor even grand ; indeed, considering 
the money that had been spent there, the eye and taste might 
have been better served; there was an air of heaviness about 
the rooms which might have been avoided without any 
sacrifice of propriety 5 colours might have been better chosen, 
and lights more perfectly diffused; but in so doing, perhaps 
the thorough clerical aspect of the whole might have been 
somewhat marred. At any rate, it was not without ample 
consideration that those thick, dark, costly carpets had been 
■ put down; those embossed, but sombre papers hung up, 
those heavy curtains draped so as to half exclude the light of 
the sun. Nor were those old-fashioned chairs, bought at a 
price far exceeding that now given for more modern goods, 
without a purpose. The breakfast service on the table was 
equally costly and equally plain. The apparent object had 
been to spend money without obtaining brilliancy or splen- 
dour. The urn was of thick and solid silver, as were also the 
teapot, coffee-pot, cream-ewer, and sugar-bowl ; the cups 
were old, dim dragon china, worth about a pound apiece, but 
very despicable in the eyes of the uninitiated. The silver 
forks were so heavy as to be disagreeable to the hand, and 
the bread-basket was of a weight really formidable to any but 
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robu^i pcrion 5 . 'Fisc tra conisinsril tlst 'cry I'c't. the 
cofrrc the very bbckwt, i)ic cfcjm slic very tlsickestj there 
was drv toast onJ battered tfti't, tmiftim and crumpets; hot 
bread and coU bread, white bread and brown bread, home- 
wadc bread and baher’s bread, wJteaten bread and oaten 
bread; and if tbctc be other bread' than tb«e they were 
there; there were eyir- iti mpkim, arid crimpy bits of bacots 
tinder tilver coven; and tiierc were little ftdici in a little 
Ktx, and devilled kidnep fri/7ding on a hot-tvater dish; 
which, by the by, were placed closely contiyuouc to the plate 
of tlie worthy arclideacon himself. Over and al-ovr this, on 
a snow-white napkin, spread upon the tidel'card, wav a huye 
ham and a huge sirlniri; the Utter having laden the dinner- 
table on the previous ctening. Such was the ordinaiy fate at 
Plumstcad Kpiscopi. 

/>?•? "Th iritltn" 


SlIEPPERTON FOLK DISCUSS THEIR 
CURA'EE 

GEORCr. l.UOT 

Those were dap wlicn a man could hrdd thtec small living', 
starve a airatc apiece on two of them, and live badly himself 
on the third. It was 'o with the Vicir of Shtpperton; a 
vicar given to bricks and mortar, and thereby ninning into 
debt, far aw-.iy in a northern county — wlu) executed his 
vicarial duties towards Shepperton by pocketing the sum of 
thirty- five pounds ten per annum, the net suqdus remaining 
to him from the proceeds of that living after the disbursc- 
meiit of eighty pounds as the annual stipend of his curate. 
And, now pray, can you solve me the following problem? 
Given a man with a wife and six children ; let liim be obliged 
a!u-ays to exhibit himself, when outside his own door in .a suit 
of black broaddotli, such as will not undermine the found.a- 
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tions of the Establishment by a paltry plebeian glossiness or 
an unseemly whiteness at the edges ; in a snowy cravat, 
which is a serious investment of labour in the hemming, 
starching, and ironing departments; and in a hat which shows 
no symptom of taking to the hideous doctrine of expediency, 
and shaping itself according to circumstances; let him have 
a parish large enough to create an external necessity for 
abundant shoe-leather, and an internal necessity for abundant 
beef and mutton, as well as poor enough to require frequent 
priestly consolation in the shape of shillings and sixpences; 
and lastly let him be compelled, by his own pride, and other 
people’s, to dress his wife and children with gentility from 
bonnet-strings to shoe-strings. By what process of division 
can the sum of eighty pounds per annum be made to yield 
a quotient which will cover that man’s weekly expenses? 
This was the problem presented by the position of the Rev. 
Amos Barton, as curate of Shepperton, rather more than 
twenty years ago. 

What was thought of this problem, and of the man who 
had to work it out, by some of the well-to-do inhabitants of 
Shepperton, two years or more after Mr Barton’s arrival 
among them, you shall hear, if you will accompany me to 
Cross Farm, and to the fireside of Mrs Patten, a childless old 
lady, who had got rich, chiefly by the negative process of 
spending nothing. . . . Mr and Mrs Hackit, from the 
neighbouring farm, are Mrs Patten’s guests this evening; so 
is Mr Pilgrim, the doctor from the nearest market-town, 
who, though occasionally affecting aristocratic airs, and 
giving late dinners with enigmatic side-dishes and poisonous 
port, is never so comfortable as when he is relaxing his 
professional legs in one of those excellent farmhouses where 
the mice are sleek and the mistress sickly. And he is at this 
moment in dover. 

For the flickering of Mrs Patten’s bright fire is reflected 
in her bright copper tea-kettle, the home-made muffins glisten 

F 8i 



N i K K T K i: N ■ r H - C K ST U R Y LIFE 

wiili an inviting succtikncc, snJ Mn Patten’* nlfxt, a *,ingk 
hdy of fifty, wiio iiiv refuted iPf nicr-.t inrlip’lde e:Tf,*"< out 
of devotion to her agfii aunt, k p-iuring tl.c rich cream into 
the fragrant ten with a di--crcrt iil-erality. 

Reader! t/iJ you ever ta*te such a cup of tea ar. Mi" (jihS 
is this moment handin;; to Mr Pilr/inif Da you wiov the 
dulcet strength, the atiimating hLndrte-s of tr-i sulHeiently 
blended ss'ith real farndiou'e: cream t No — rnirtt hhcly you 
arc a tntseraHe town-iued reader, « ho tliink of cream ss a 
thinni*!! white fiuid, delivered in irtfiniteslntal {v.-ritsyv-orths 
down area step,; or, (leriiap*, from a {':e-..eni!i5.cnt of calves’ 
brains, you refrain from arry lactra! addition and ra*p your 
tongue witli unniitiga'.et! iKdiea. You have a vague idea of 
a niilch Cow as probablv a white piaster .Miimal sunding in a 
buttciman's witidovv, and you fcnovv not.bing of the sweet 
hhiury of genuine cream, such a* MKs Gibk’j; how it was 
this morning in the udders of the large sii-e}; lyasis, as they 
stood, lowing a patient entreaty under the mil’iting-shcd ; how 
it fell with a pleasant rhythm into Hetty’s juil, sending a 
delicious incense into the cool air; b.nw it was carried into 
that temple of moist cleanliness, tlie dairv’, where it quietly 
separated itself from th.c rncaner elemenw of mill:, and lay 
in mellowed whiteness ready for the skirnming-dish whidi 
transferred it to MKs Gibbs’s cream jug. If 1 am right in 
my conjecture, you arc unacqu.iintcd with the highest 
possibilities of tea; and Mr Pilgrim, who is holding that cup 
in his Jiand, has an idea Ixiyond you. 

Mrs Hackit declines cream; she has so long akfained 
from it with an eye to the weekly butter-money, that 
abstinence, wedded to Iwbit, has begotten aversion. . . • 
iMrs P.attcn ... is a pretty little old vvonwn of eighty 
with a close cap and tiny ,dat white curls round her face, as 
natty .and unsoiled and invariable as the waxen image of a 
little old had)’ under a gl.xss-c.asc; once .a l.ady's m.aid, and 
wedded for her beauty. She used to adore her husband, and 
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now adores her money, cherishing a quiet blood-relation’s 
hatred for her niece Janet Gibbs, who, as she knows, expects 
a large legacy, and whom she is determined to disappoint. . . . 

Mrs Patten has more respect for her neighbour Mr 
Hackit, than for most people. Mr Hackit is a shrewd, sub- 
stantial man, whose advice about crops is always worth 
listening to, and who is too well off to want to borrow money. 

And now that we are snug and warm with this little tea- 
party, while it is freezing with February bitterness outside, 
we will listen to what they are talking about. 

“ So,” said Mr Pilgrim, with his mouth only half empty 
of muffin, “ you had a row in Shepperton Church last Sun- 
day. I was at Jem Hood’s, the bassoon man’s, this morning, 
attending his wife, and he swears he’ll be revenged on the 
parson, a confounded methodistical, meddlesome chap, who 
must be putting his fingers in every pie. What was it all 
about ? ” 

“ Oh, a passil o’ nonsense,” said Mr Hackit, sticking one 
thumb between the buttons of his capacious waistcoat, and 
retaining a pinch of snuff with the other — for he was but 
moderately given to “ the cups that cheer but not inebriate,” 
and had already finished his tea; “ they began to sing the 
wedding psalm for a new-married couple, as pretty a psalm 
an’ as pretty a tune as any’s in the prayer-book. It’s been 
sung for every new-married couple since I was a boy. And 
what can be better ? ” Here Mr Hackit stretched out his 
left arm, threw back his head, and broke into melody; 

“ O -what a happy thing it is, 

And joyful for to see. 

Brethren to dwell together in 
Friendship and unity. 

But Mr Barton is all for the hymns, and a sort o’ music as 
I can’t join in at all.” 

“ And so,” said Mr Pilgrim, recalling Mr Hackit from 
lyrical reminiscences to narrative, “he called out Silence! 
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did he? when he got into the pulpit; and gave out a hymn 
himself to some meeting-home tune? ” 

“Yes,” said Mrs Hachit, stooping to the candk- to pick 
up a stitch, “ ,md turned ri', red as a turkey-cock. 1 often say 
wlicn he preaches alwut meekness he p!t « him'-elf a slap in 
the face. He’s like me — he’s got a temper of his own.” 

“ R.ithcr .a low-hred fellow, 1 think, ilarinn,” said Mr 
Pilgrim, who hated the Rev. Amos for two reasons — beciusc 
he had called in a new doctor, recently settled in Shepperton ; 
and because, being himself a dabbler in drugs, he had the 
credit of h.aving cured a patient of Mr Pilgrim’s. “They 
say his father was a Dissenter shoemaker; .and he’s half a 
Dissenter himself. Why, doesn’t he prcacii c.\tcmpore in 
dint cottage up here of a Sund.ay evening? ” 

“'I'chaw! ” — this was Mr Hackit’s f.ivouritc interjection 
— “that preaching without b<>ok’.s no good, only when a 
m.nn h.as a gift, and has the Bihlc .at his fingers’ ends. It w.ns 
.ill very Well for Parry — he’d a gift; and, in my youth I’ve 
heard the Ranters out o’ doors in Yorkshire go on for .an 
hour or two on end, without ever sticking fast a mitiutc. 
There vs’as one clever chap, I remember, as used to say, 
‘You’re like the woodpigeon; it fays do, do, do, all d.ny, 
and never sets .about any work itself.’ That’s bringing it 
home to people. But our parson’s no gift at .all di.at way; he 
ran preadi .as good a sermon as need be heard wlicn he writes 
it down. But when lie tries to preach wi'out book, he 
rambles about, and doesn’t stick to’s text; and every now 
and then he flounders about like a sheep as has cast itself and 
can’t get on its legs again. You wouldn’t like tliat, Mrs 
P.attcn, if you was to go to church now? ” 

“Eh, dear,” said Mrs Patten, falling back in her chair, 
and lifting up her little withered hands, “what ’ud Mr 
Gilfil say, if lie was worthy to know the changes as has 
come about these^ last ten years? I don’t understand these 
new sort o’ doctrines. When Mr Barton comes to see me, 
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he talks about nothing but my sins and my need o’ marcy. 
Now, Mr Hackit, I’ve never been a sinner. From the first 
beginning, when I went into sendee, I al’ys did my duty 
by my emplyers. I was a good wife as any’s in the county — 
never aggravated my husband. The ciieesc factor used to 
say my cheese was al’ys to be depended on. I’ve known 
women, as tlieir cheeses swelled a shame to be seen, when 
their husbands had counted on the cheese-money to make 
up their rentj and yet, they’d three gowns to my one. If 
I’m not to be saved, I know a many as are in a bad way. 
But it’s well for me as I can’t go to church any longer, for 
if th’ old singers are to be done away with, there’ll be nothing 
left as it was in Mr Patten’s time; and what’s more, I hear 
you’ve settled to pull the church down, and build it up 
new ? ” 

Now, the fact was that the Rev. Amos Barton, on his last 
visit to Mrs Patten, had urged her to enlarge her promised 
subscription of twenty pounds, representing to her that she 
was only a steward of her riches, and that she could not spend 
them more for the glory of God than by giving a heavy 
subscription towards the rebuilding of Shepperton Church — 
a practical precept that was not likely to smooth the way 
towards her acceptance of his theological doctrine. Mr 
Hackit, who had more doctrinal enlightenment than Mrs 
Patten, had been a little shocked by the heathenism of her 
speech, and was glad of the new turn given to the subject 
by the question, addressed to him, as church-warden and an 
authority on all parochial matters. 

“ Ah,” he answered, “ the parson’s boddered us into it 
at last, and we’re to begin pulling down this spring. But we 
haven’t got money enough yet. I was for waiting till we’d 
made up the sum, and, for my part, I think the congrega- 
tion’s fell off o’ late; though Mr Barton says that’s because 
there’s been no room for the people when they’ve come. 
You see, the congregation got so large in Parry’s time the 
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people stood in th’ aisles; but there’s never any crowd now, 
that I can see.” 

“Well,” said Mrs Hackit, whose good nature began to 
act now that it was a little in contradiction with the dominant 
tone of the conversation, “ 1 like Mr Barton. I think he’s 
a good sort o’ man, for all he’s not overburthened i’ th’ upper 
story; and his wife’s as nice a lady-like woman as I’d wish 
to see. How nice she keeps her children! and little enough 
money to do’t with; and a delicate creatur’. ... I don’t 
know how they make both ends meet. I’m sure, now her 
aunt has left ’em. But I sent ’em a cheese and a sack o’ 
potatoes last week; that’s something towards filling the little 
mouths.” 

“Ah!” said Mr Hackit, “and my wife makes -Mr 
Barton a good stiff glass o’ brandy-and-water, when he 
comes in to supper, after his cottage preacliing. The parson 
likes it; it puts a bit o’ colour into’s face, and makes him 
look a deal handsomer.” 

This allusion to brandy-and-water suggested to Miss 
Gibbs the introduction of the liquor decanters, now that the 
tea was cleared away; for in bucolic society five-and-twenty 
years ago, the human animal, of the male sex, was understood 
to be perpetually athirst, and “ something to drink ” was as 
necessary a “ condition of thought ” as Time and Space. 

“Now, that cottage preaching,” said Mr Pilgrim, mixing 
himself a strong glass of ‘ cold without,’ “ I was talking about 
it to our Parson Ely the other day, and he doesn’t approve of 
it at all. He said it did as much harm as good to giv'c a too 
familiar aspect to religious teaching. That was what Ely 
said it does as much harm as good to give a too familiar 
aspect to religious teaching.” 

Mr Pilgrim generally spoke with an intermittent kind of 
splutter; indeed one of his patients had observed that it was 
a pity such a clever man had a ‘’pediment’ in his speecli. 
But when he came to what he conceived the pith of his 
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argument or the point of his joke, he mouthed out his words 
with slow emphasis; as a hen passes at irregular intervals 
from pianissimo semiquavers to fortissimo crotchets. He 
thought this speech of Mr Ely’s particularly metaphysical 
and profound, and the more decisive of the question because 
it was a generality that represented no particulars to his mind. 

“ Well, I don’t know about that,” said Mrs Hackit, who 
had alwa}^ the courage of her opinion, “ but I know, some 
of our labourers and stocktngers as used never come to 
church, come to the cottage, and that’s better than never 
hearing anything good from week’s end to week’s end. And 
there’s that Tract Society as Mr Barton has begun — I’ve 
seen more o’ the poor people with going tracking, than all 
the time I’ve lived in the parish before. And there’d need 
be something done among ’em; for the drinking at them 
Benefit Clubs is shameful. There’s hardly a steady man or 
steady woman either, but what’s a Dissenter.” 

During this speech of Mrs Hackit’s, Mr Pilgrim had 
emitted a succession of little snorts, something like the treble 
grunts of a guinea-pig, which were always with him the sign 
of suppressed disapproval. But he never contradicted Mrs 
Hackit — a woman whose ‘ pot-luck ’ was always to be relied 
upon, and who on her side had unlimited reliance on bleed- 
ing, blistering, and draughts. 

Mrs Patten, however, felt equal disapprobation, and had 
no reasons for suppressing it. 

“ Well,” she remarked, “ I’ve beared of no good from 
interfering with one’s neighbours, poor or rich. And I hate 
the sight o’ women going about trapesing from house to 
house in all weathers, wet or dry, and coming in with their 
petticoats dagged and their shoes all over mud. Janet wanted 
to join in the tracking, but I told her I’d have nobody 
tracking out o’ my house; when I’m gone, she may do as 
she likes. I never dagged my petticoats in my life, and I’ve 
no opinion o’ that sort o’ religion.” 
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“No,” said Mr Hackit, who was fond of soothing the 
acerbities of the feminine mind with a jocose compliment, 
“ yon held your petticoats so high to show your tight ankles, 
it isn’t everybody as likes to show her ankles.” . . . 

The stream of conversation had thus diverged) and no 
more was said about the Rev. Amos Barton, who is the main 
object of interest to us just now. So we may leave Cross 
Farm without svaiting till Mrs Hackit, resolutely donning 
her dogs and wrappings, renders it incumbent on Mr Pilgrim 
also to fulfil his frequent threat of going, 

Fron "Semes of Cleriml Life ” 


A RECEPTION AT BARCHESTER PALACE 

ANTHONY TROLLOPE 

Ethelbert Stanhope was dressed in light blue from head 
to foot. He had on the loosest possible blue coat, cut square 
like a shooting coat, and very short. It was lined with silk 
of azure blue. He had on a blue satin waistcoat, a blue neck- 
handkerchief which was fastened beneath his throat with a 
coral ring, and very loose blue trousers which almost con- 
cealed his feet. His soft glossy beard was softer and more 
glossy than ever. 

The bishop, who had made one mistake, thought that he 
also was a servant, and therefore tried to make way for him 
to pass. But Ethelbert soon corrected the error. 

“Bishop of Barchester, I presume? ” said Bertie Stanhope, 
putting out his hand frankly) “ I am delighted to make your 
acquaintance. We are in rather close quarters here, an’t 
we ? ” 

In truth they were. They had been crowded up behind 
the head of the sofa; the bishop in waiting to receive his 
guest, and the other in cariyring her) and they now had 
hardly room to move themselves. 
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The bishop gave his hand quickly, and made his little 

studied bow, and was delighted to make He couldn’t 

go on for he did not know whether his friend was a signor, 
or a count, or a prince. 

“ My sister really puts you all to great trouble,” said 
Bertie. “Not at all!” The bishop was delighted to have 
the opportunity of welcoming the Signora Vicinironi — so 
at least he said — and attempted to force his way round to 
the front of the sofa. He had, at any rate, learnt that his 
strange guests were brother and sister. The man, he pre- 
sumed, must be Signor Vicinironi, — or count, or prince, 
as it might be. It was wonderful what good English he 
spoke. There was just a twang of foreign accent, and no 
more. 

“ Do you like Barchester, on the whole ? ” asked Bertie. 

The bishop, looking dignified, said that he did like Bar- 
chester. 

“ Y ou’ve not been here very long, I believe,” said Bertie. 

“ No — not long,” said the bishop, and tried again to make 
his way between the back of the sofa and a heavy rector, 
who was staring over it at the grimaces of the signora. 

“You weren’t a bishop before, were you? ” 

Dr Proudie explained that this was the first diocese he 
had held. 

“ Ah — I thought so,” said Bertie; " but you are changed 
about sometimes, an’t you ? ” 

“Translations are occasionally made,” said Dr Proudie, 
“ but not so frequently as in former days.” 

“ They’ve cut them all down to pretty nearly the same 
figure, haven’t they ? ” said Bertie. 

To this the bishop could not bring himself to make any 
answer, but again attempted to move the rector. 

“But the work, I suppose, is different?” continued 
Bertie. “ Is there much to do here, at Barchester? ” This 
was said in exactly the tone that a young Admiralty clerk 
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might use in asking the same question of a brother acolyte 
at the Treasury. 

“ The work of a bishop of the Church of England,” said 
Dr Proudie, with considerable dignity, “ is not easy. The 
responsibility which he has to bear is very great indeed.” 

“Is it?” said Bertie, opening wide his wonderful blue 
eyes. “Well; I never was afraid of responsibility. I once 
had thoughts of being a bishop myself.” 

“Had thoughts of being a bishop!” said Dr Proudie, 
much amazed. 

“That is, a parson — a parson first, you know, and a 
bishop afterwards. If I had once begun. I’d have stuck to 
it. But on the whole, I like the Church of Rome best.” 

The bishop could not discuss this point, so he remained 
silent. 

“ Now, there’s my father,” continued Bertie; “he hasn’t 
stuck to it. I fancy he didn’t like saying the same thing over 
so often. By the bye. Bishop, have you seen my father? ” 

The bishop was more amazed than ever. Had he seen 
his father? “ No,” he replied; “ he had not had the pleasure, 
he hoped he might ” ; and, as he said so, he resolved to bear 
heavy on that fat, immovable rector, if ever he had the power 
of doing so. 

“ He’s in the room somewhere,” said Bertie, “ and he’ll 
turn up soon. By the bye, do you know much about the 
Jews? ” 

At last the bishop saw a way out. “ I beg your pardon,” 
said he, “ but I’m forced to go round the room.” 

II *' ^ believe I’ll follow in your wake,” said Bertie. 

Terribly hot — isn’t it?” This he addressed to the fat 
rector with whom he had brought himself into the closest 
contact. They’ve got this sofa into the worst possible part 
of the room; suppose we move it. Take care, Madeline.” 

The sofa had certainly been placed so that those who were 
behind it found great difficulty in getting out; — there was 
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but a narrow gangway, which one person could stop. This 
was a bad arrangement, and one which Bertie thought it 
might be well to improve. 

“Take care, Madeline,” said he; and turning to the fat 
rector, added, “ Just help me with a slight push.” 

The rector’s weight was resting on the sofa, and unwit- 
tingly lent all its impetus to accelerate and increase the 
motion which Bertie intentionally originated. The sofa 
rushed from its moorings, and ran half-way into the middle 
of the room. Mrs Proudie was standing with Mr Slope in 
front of the signora, and had been trying to be condescending 
and sociable; but she was not in the very best of tempers; 
for she found that whenever she spoke to the lady, the lady 
replied by speaking to Mr Slope. Mr Slope was a favourite, 
no doubt; but Mrs Proudie had no idea of being less thought 
of than the chaplain. She was beginning to be stately, stiff, 
and offended when unfortunately the caster of the sofa 
caught itself in her lace train, and carried away there is no 
saying how much of her garniture. Gathers were heard to 
go, stitches to crack, plaits to fly open, flounces were seen to 
fall, and breadths to expose themselves; — a lotig ruin of rent 
lace disfigured the carpet, and still clung to the vile wheel 
on whiclt the sofa moved, 

So, when a granite battery is raised, excellent to the eyes 
of warfaring men, is its strength and symmetry admired. It 
IS the work of years. Its neat embrasures, its finished para- 
pets, its casemated stories, show all the skill of modern 
science. But anon, a small spark is applied to the treacherous 
fusee — a cloud of dust arises to the heavens — and then 
nothing is to be seen but dirt and dust and ugly fragments. 

We know what was the wrath of Juno when her beauty 
was despised. We know to what storms of passion even 
celestial minds can yield. As Juno may have looked at Paris 
on Mount Ida, so did Mrs Proudie look on Ethelbert Stanhope 
when he pushed the leg of the sofa into her lace train. 
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“Oh, you idio:, Benic!" ssid the siguora, seeing evhat 
had been done, and what were to be the consequences. 

“ Idiot! ” re-echoed Mrs Proudic, as though die word 
were not h.i!f strong enough to c-vpress tiic required mean- 
ing; “ I’li let him know and then looking round to 

learn, at a glance, the worst, she saw that at present it beltovcd 
her to collect the scattered drlris of her dress. 

Bertie, when he saw what he Jiad done, rushed over the 
sofa, and threw himself on one knee before die offended lady. 
His object, doubtless, was to liberate the torn lace from the 
caster, but he looked as though he were imploring pardon 
from 3 goddess. 

“Unhand it, sir!” said Mrs Proudic. From what scrap 
of dramatic poetry she had cMracted the word cannot be 
said; but it must have rested on her memory, and now 
seemed opportunely dignified for the occasion. 

“ I’ll fly to the looms of the fairies to repair the damage, 
if you’ll only forgive me,’’ said Ethelbcrt, still on his 
knees. 

“ Unhand it, sir! ’’ said Mrs Proudic, with redoubled 
emphasis, and all but furious wrath. This allusion to the 
fairies was a direct mockciy, and intended to turn her into 
ridicule. So at least it seemed to her. “ Unhand it, sir! ’’ 
she almost screamed. 

“It’s not me; it's the cursed sofa,’’ said Bertie, looking 
imploringly in her face, and holding up both his hands to 
show^ that he was not touching her belongings, but still 
remaining on his knees. 

HereujKjn the signora laughed; not loud, indeed, but yet 
audibly. And as the tigress bereft of her young will turn 
with equal anger on anj' within reach, so did Mrs Proudic 
turn on her female guest. 

A'ladam! ’’ she said, and it is beyond the power of prose 
to tell of the fire which flashed from her eyes. 

The signora stared her full in the face for a moment, and 
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then, turning to her brother said, playfully, “ Bertie, you 
idiot, get up.” 

By this time the bishop, and Mr Slope, and her three 
daughters were around her, and had collected together the 
wide ruins of her magnificence. The girls fell into circular 
rank behind their mother, and thus following her, and 
carrying out the fragments, they left the reception-rooms in 
a manner not altogether devoid of dignity. Mrs Proudie had 
to retire, and rearray herself. 

As soon as the constellation had swept by, Ethelbert rose 
from his knees, and turning with mock anger to the fat 
rector, said, “ After all, it was your doing, sir — not mine. 
But perhaps you are waiting for preferment, and so I 
bore it,” 

Whereupon there was a laugh against the fat rector, in 
which both the bishop and the chaplain joined j and thus 
things got themselves again into order. . . . 

Dr Proudie tripped out into the adjoining room, in which 
were congregated a crowd of Grantlyite clergymen, among 
whom the archdeacon was standing pre-eminent, while the 
old dean was sitting half-buried in a huge chair by the fire- 
place. The bishop was very anxious to be gracious. . . . 

“ Pray don’t stir, Mr Dean, pray don’t stir,” he said, as 
the old man essayed to get up; I take it as a great kindness 
your coming to such an omnium gatherum as this. But we 
have hardly got settled yet, and Mrs Proudie has not been 
able to see her friends as she would wish to do. Well, Mr 
Archdeacon, after all, we have not been so hard on you at 
Oxford.” 

“ No,” said the archdeacon, “ you’ve only drawn our 
teeth, and cut out our tongues; you’ve allowed us still to 
breathe and swallow.” 

“ Ha, ha, ha! ” laughed the bishop. “ It’s not quite so 
easy to cut out the tongue of an Oxford magnate, — ^and as 
for teeth, — ^ha, ha, ha! Why, in the way we’ve left the 
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matter with a young man with such clothes and such a 
beard. 

“ Have you got good water out at Plumstcad, Mr Arch- 
deacon?” said the bishop, by way of clianging the conversa- 
tion. 

“ Pretty good,” said Dr Grantly. 

“ But by no means so good as his wine, my lord,” said a 
witty minor canon. 

“Nor so generally used,” said another, “that is for 
inward application.” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed the bishop, “a good cellar of 
wine is a very comfortable thing in a house.” 

“Your German professors, sir, prefer beer, I believe,” 
said the sarcastic meagre little prebendary. 

“They don’t think much of cither,” said Ethelbcrt, “and 
that perhaps accounts for their superiority. Now, the Jewish 
professor 

The insult was becoming too deep for the spirit of Oxford 
to endure, so the archdeacon walked off one way and the 
chancellor another, followed by their disciples, and the 
bishop and the young reformer w'crc left together on the 
hearth-rug. 

“ I was a Jew once myself,” began Bertie. 

The bishop was determined not to stand another exami- 
nation, or be led on any terms into Palestine; so he again 
remembered that he had to do something very' particular, and 
left young Stanhope with the dean. The dean did not get 
the worst of it for Ethclbert gave him a true account of his 
remarkable doings in the Holy Land. 

From "Uarchester Towers ” 


95 



POLITICS AND INDUSTRIALISM 

A BAKCHESTER ELECTION 

ANTHO.S'V TROLLOPE 

f — B MIE two psrties had outdone cad) other in the loud- 
1 ners of their assertions that cad) would on his side 
K conduct the dcaion in strict cottformity to law. 
There wastobenobrihery. Bribery! Who, indeed, in these 
days would dare to bribe; to give absolute money for an 
abwlutc vote, and to pty for sudi an article in tlownrigltt 
“^palpable sovereigns? No. Purity was much too rampant 
for that, and the means of detection too well understood. 
But purity was to be carried much further than this. There 
should be no treating; no hiring two hundred voters to act 
as messengers at twenty shillings a d.ay in looking up some 
four hundred otlter voters; no bands were to he paid for; 
no carriages furnished; no ribbons supplied. British voters 
were to vote, if vote they would, for the love and respect they 
bore to their chosen candidate. If so actuated the}’ would 
not vote, they might stay away; no other inducement would 
be offered. 

So much was said loudly — vciy Io))dly — ^by each party — 
but, nevertheless. Mr Moffat, early in these election das’S, 
begtn to have some misgivings about the bill. The pro- 
claimed arrangement had been one suitable to his taste; for 
Mr Moffat loved his money. He was a man in whose 
breast the .ambition of being great in the world, and of 
joining himself to aristocratic people, was constantly at war 
with the great cost whicl) such tastes occasioned. His last 
cicaion h.ad not been a cheap triumph. In one way or 
another money had been dragged from him for purposes 
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which to his mind had been unintelligible; and when, about 
the middle of his first session, he had with much grumbling 
settled all demands, he had questioned within himself whether 
his whistle was worth its cost. 

He was therefore a great stickler for purity of election; 
. . . when, in those canvassing days immediately preceding 
the election, he had seen tliat all the beer-houses were open, 
and that half the population was drunk he had asked Mr 
Nearthewinde whether this violation of the treaty was 
taking place only on tlie part of his opponent, and whether, 
in such a case, it would not be duly noticed with a view to 
a possible future petition. 

Mr Nearthewinde assured him that half at least of the 
wallowing swine were his own especial friends; and thai 
somewhat more than half of the publicans of the towr 
were eagerly engaged in fighting his, Mr Moffat’s battle. 
Mr Moffat groaned and would have expostulated had Mi 
Nearthewinde been willing to hear him. . . . 

It certainly did appear on the morning of the election as 
though some great change had been made in the resolution 
of the candidates to be very pure. From an early houi 
rough bands of music were to be heard in every part of the 
usually quiet town; carriages and gigs, omnibuses and flySj 
all the old carriages from ail the inn-yards and' every vehicle 
of any description which could be pressed into 'the service 
were in motion ; if the horses and post-boys were not to be 
paid for by the candidates, the voters tliemselves were cer- 
tainly very liberal in their mode of bringing themselves tc 
the poll. The election district of the city of Barchcstei 
extended for some miles on each side of the city, so that the 
omnibuses and fiys had enough to do. Beer was to be had 
at the public-houses almost without question, by all whe 
chose to ask for it; and rum and brandy were dispensed tc 
select circles within the bjir5.with almost equal profusion , 
As for ribbons, the mercer’s shops must have been emptied 
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of that article as far as scarlet and ycl'ow v/crc concerned. 
Scarlet was Sir Roger’s colour, while the friends of Mr 
Moffat were decked with ycllosv. Seeing what he did sec, 
Mr Moffat might well ask if there had not been a violation 
of the treaty of puritj'l 

At the time of this election there was some question 
whether England should go to war with all her cnerg)'; or 
whether it would not be better for her to save her breath 
to cool her porridge, and not meddle more than could be 
helped with foreign quarrels. The last view of the nutter 
was advocated by Sir Roger, and his motto of course pro-, 
claimed the merits of domestic peace and quiet. “ Peace 
abroad and a big loaf at home,” was consequently displayed 
on four or five huge scarlet banners, and carried waving over 
the heads of the people. But Mr Moffat was a staunch 
supporter of the Government, who were already inclined 
to be belligerent, and “England’s honour” was therefore 
the legend under which he selected to do battle. It may, 
however, be doubted whether tlicrc was in .all Barchester one 
inhabiunt — let alone one elector — so fatuous as to suppose 
that England’s honour was in any special manner dear to 
Mr Moffat; or that he would be a whit more sure of a big 
loaf than he was now, should Sir Roger happily become a 
member of the legislature. 

And then the fine arts were resorted to, seeing that language 
fell short in telling all that was found necessary to be told. 
jh Poor Sir Roger’s failing as regards the bottle was too well 
known; and it was also known that in acquiring his title, 
he had not quite laid aside tlic rough mode of speech which 
he had used in early years.) There was, consequently', a great 
daub painted up on sundry’ walls, on which a navvy with a 
pimply, bloated face was to be seen standing on a railway’ 
bank, leaning on a spade holding a bottle in one hand, while 
he Invited a comrade to drink. “ Come, Jack, shall us have 
a drop of somc’at short?” were the words coming out of 
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the navvy’s mouth j and under this \vas painted in huge 
letters, 

THE LAST NEW BARONET 

But Mr Moffat hardly escaped on easier terms. The trade 
by which his father had made his money was as well known 
as tliat of the railway contractor; and every possible symbol 
of tailordom was displayed in graphic portraiture on the 
walls and hoardings of the city. He was drawn with his 
goose, with his scissors, with his needle, with his tapes; he 
/night be seen measuring, cutting, stitching, pressing, carry- 
ing home his bundle, and presenting his little bill; and under 
each of these representations was repeated his own motto, 
“ England’s honour.” 

Such were the pleasant little amenities with which the 
people of Barchester greeted the two candidates who were 
desirous of the honour of serving them in Parliament. 

The polling went on briskly and merrily. There were 
somewhat about nine hundred registered voters, of whom 
the greater portion recorded their votes early in the day. At 
two o’clock, according to Sir Roger’s committee, the numbers 
were as follows: 

Scatcherd . . . • 275 

MoSat .... 268 

Wliereas by the light afforded by Mr Moffat’s people, they 
stood in a slightly different ratio to each other, 

Moffat .... 277 

Scatcherd . . . .269 

This naturally heightened the excitement, and gave addi- 
tional delight to the proceedings. At half^past two it was 
agreed by both sides that Mr Moffat was leading; the 
Moffatites claiming a majority of twelve, and the Scatcherd- 
ites allowing a majority of one. But by three o’clock sundry 
good men and true, belonging to the railway interest, had 
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made their tray to the booth in spite of the efforts of a band 
of roughs from Courcy, and Sir Roger was again leading, by 
ten or a dozen according to his own showng. . . . Four 
o’clock was the hour for closing the poll, and that was now 
fast coming. Tremendous exertions had been made about 
half-past three, by a safe emissarj’ sent from Nearthewindc, 
to prove to Mr Reddj-palm that all manner of contingent 
advantages should accrue to the Brown Bear if it should turn 
out that Mr Moffat should take his scat for Barchester. No 
bribe was, of course, offered or even hinted at. The purity 
of Barchester was not contaminated during the day by one 
such curse as this. But a man, and a publican, would be 
required to do some great deed in the public line; to open 
some colossal tap; to draw beer for the million; and no one 
would be so fit as Mr Reddy^jalm — if only it turned out that 
Mr Moffat should, in tlie coming February, take his seat as 
member for Barchester. 

But Mr Reddj-palm was a man of humble desires, whose 
ambition soared no higher than this — that his little bills 
should be duly settled. It is wonderful what a love an inn- 
keeper has for his bill in its entiret)'. An account, with a 
respectable total of five or six pounds, is brought to you, and 
you complain but of one article; that fire in the bedroom tvas 
never lighted; or that second glass of brandy and water was 
never called for. You desire to have the shilling expunged, 
and all your host’s pleasure in the whole transaction is 
destroyed. Oh! my friends, pay for that brandy and water, 
though you never drank it; suff’er the fire to pass though it 
never warmed you. Why make a good man miserable for 
such a trifle? 

It became notified to Reddypalm with sufficient clear- 
ness that his bill for the past election should be paid without 
further question; and, therefore, at five o’clock the mayor 
of Barchester proclaimed the results of the contest in the 
following figures: 
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Scatchcrd .... 378 

Mofliit « • ■ • 37^ 

Mr Rcdd)'palm’s two votes had decided tlic question. . . . 
This much, Jiowcvcr, had been absolutely decided before 
the ycllo%v committee concluded their labour at the White 
Horse; there should be a petition. Mr Nearthewinde had 
not been asleep, and alre.ady knew something of the manner 
in which Mr Rcddypalm’s mind had been quieted, 

Fron "Dr Thirr.c" 
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BENJAMIN DISRAELI 

Two and even three daj-s had rolled over since I^'LiTadpolc 
had reported Sir..Robcrt.on his ww)’ to the palace, and mar- 
vellously little had transpired. It was of course known that 
a Cabinet was in fqrmation, and the daily p.ipcrs reported to 
the public the diurital visits of certain noble lords and right 
honourable gentlemen to die new first minister. But the 
world of high politics had suddenly become so cautious that 
nothing leaked out. Even gossip was at fault. Lord Marncy 
had not received the Buckhounds, though he never quitted 
his house for ride or lounge witliout kaving precise iiistriici 
tions with Captain Grouse as to the identical time he should 
return home, so that his acceptance should not be delayed, 
Ireland was not yet governed by the Duke of Fitz- Aquitaine, 
and the Earl dc Mowbray was still ungartcred. The three 
distinguished noblemen were all of them anxious, — ^a little 
fidgety; but at die same time it was not even whispered that 
Lord Rambrooke or any other lord had -received the post 
that Lord Marney had appropriated to hirnsclf; nor had 
Lord Kilcroppy had a suspicious interview with the Prime 
Minister, which kept the Duke of Fitz-Aquitainc quiet 
though not .casy; while not a shadow of coming events had 
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glanced over the wcant stall of Lord Ribbonvilie in St 
George’s Chapel, and this made Lord dc Mowbray tranquil, 
though scarcely content. In the meantime, daily and hourly, 
they all pumped Mr Tadpole, who did not find it difiiailt to 
keep up his reputation for discretion; for knowing nothing, 
and beginning himself to be perplexed at, the protracted 
silence, he took refuge in oracular my'stcry, and delivered him- 
self of cerniin' Delphic sentences which adroitly satisfied thoVc 
who consulted him while they never committed himself. 

At length one morning there was an odd whisper in the 
circle of first iniriation. The blood mantled on the check 
of Lady St Julians; Lady Dclorainc turned pale. Lady Fire- 
brace wrote confidential notes with the same pen to Mr 
Tadpole and Lord M.asque. Lord Mamey called early in 
the morning on the Duke of Fitz-Aquitainc, and already 
found Lord de Mowbray there. - The clubs were crowded 
even at noon. Evcr)nvhcre a mysterious bustle and an awful 
stir. What could bo the matter? What has happened ? 

“ It is true,” said Mr Egerton to Mr Berners at Brooks’. 

“ Is it true? ” asked Mr Jermyn of Lord Valentine at the 
Carlton. 

“ I heard it last night at Crockford’s,” said Mr Ormsby; 
“one always hears things there four-and-rwenty hours 
before other places.” 

The world was employed the whole of the morning in 
asking and answering this important question, “ Is it truer ” 
Towards dinner-time, it was settled universally in tlic 
affirmative, and then the world went out to dine and to 
ascertain why it tvas true and how it was true. 

And now what had really happened ? What had happened 
was what is commonly called a ‘ hitch.’ There w.as un- 
doubtedly a hitch somewhere and somehow; a hitch in the 
construction of the new Cabinet. Who could have thought it ? 
The Whig ministers, it seems, had resigned, but somehow 
or other had not entirely and completely gone out. What a 
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constitutional dilemma! The Houses must evidently meet, 
address the throne, and impeach its obstinate counsellors. 
Clearly the right course, and party feeling ran so high that 
it was not impossible that something might be done. At any 
rate it was a capital moment for the House of Lords to pluck 
up a little courage and take what is called in political jargon, 
the initiative. Lord Marney, at the suggestion of Mr Tad- 
pole, was quite ready to do this; and so was the Duke of 
Fitz- Aquitaine, and almost the Earl de Mowbray. 

But then, when all seemed ripe and ready, and there 
appeared a prospect of the ‘ Independence of the House of 
Lords ’ being again the favourite toast of Conservative din- 
ners, the oddest rumour in the world got about, which threw 
such ridicule on these great constitutional movements in petto, 
that, even with the Buckhounds in the distance, and Tadpole 
at his elbow, Lord Marney hesitated. It seemed, though of 
course no one could for a moment credit it, that these wrong- 
headed, rebellious ministers who would not go out, wore — 
petticoats f 

And the great Jamaica debate that had been cooked so 
long, and the anxiously expected yet almost despaired-of 
defection of tlie independent radical section, and the full- 
dressed visit to the palace that had gladdened the heart of 
Tadpole, were they all to end in. this? Was.-.Conservatism, , 
t_hat.mighty, mystery, of the nineteenth century, to be .brained 

k a fan ?. 

Since the farce of the ‘ Invincibles ’ nothing had ever been 
SO ludicrously successruL , 

Lady Deloraine consoled herself for the ‘ Bedchamber 
Plot,’ by declaring that Lady St Julians was indirectly the 
cause of it, and, that had it not been for the anticipation of 
her olEcial entrance into the royal apartments, the conspiracy 
would not have been more real than the J^. ealrtub_ Plot. or 
any other of the many imaginary , machinatio ns that stilD 
haunt the page of history, and occasionailjT^if” abou.t t\]g 
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prejudiced ^rnernor)’„5>r nations. Lady St Julians, on the 
cTutrary,' wrung Jicr*^ hands over the unhappy fate of her 
cnthralfcd sovereign, deprived of her faitliful presence, and 
obliged to put up with the society of personages of whom she 
knew nothing, and who cdlcd themselves the friends of her 
youth. The ministers svho had missed, especially those who 
, , iiad received, thyir appointments looked, assail .men do wlicn 
- llicy are jilted; cm))arras'ctl, and afTb^yingati’awjbiil^ case; 

\ as if they knew something which, if they told, would frce.,j[ 
them from the supreme ridicule of their situation, but whidt, ^ 
as men of delicacy and honour, they refrained from rev ealing . 1 ‘ 
, Ail those who had been in fluttering hopcsj however faint, of 
receiving preferrnent, took courage now that the occasion 
had passed, and loudly complained of thyir cruel and iifldc- 
niablc_deprivation. The Conkit 'utVon ^vai ‘wounded in their 
■' persons. Some fifty gcntlenicn who had not been appointed 
Under-Secretaries of State, moaned over the martyrdom of 
young ambition. 

“ Peel ought to have taken office,” said Lord Marney. 
“What arc the women to us? ” 

“ Peel ought to have taken office,” said the Duke of Fitr.- 
Aquitaine. “ He should have remembered how much he 
owed to Ireland.” 

“ Peel ought to have taken ofiicc,” said Lord dc Mowbray. 

“ The Garter will become now a mere party badge.” 

Perhaps it m.ay be allowed to the impartial pen th.at traces 
these memoirs of our time to agree, though for a different 
rc.ason, with these distinguished followers of Sir Robert Peel. 
One may be permitted to think that under all the circum- 
stances he should have taken office in 1839. His with- i 
drawal seems to have been a mistake. In the great heat ofj 
Parliamentary faction which had prevailed since 1831, thej 
roj'al prerogative, which unfortunately for the rights and j 
liberties and social welfare of the people, had since 1688 f 
been more or less oppressed, had waned fainter and fainter, j 
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A.youthfiiL princess on the throne, whose appearance touched 
the imagination, and to whom her people were generally 
inclined to ascribe something of that decision of character 
which becomes those born to command, offered a favourable 
opportunity. to restore the ,exejcise_of ..^that regal authority 
the usurpat ion of whose functions h^ entailed on the English 
people so much s ufferi ng:, and so much degnidation.; It was 
unfortunate that one, who, if any, should hav'e occupied the 
proud and national position of the leader of the Tory party, 
the chief of the people and the champion of the throne, 
should have commenced his career as minister under Victoria 
by an unseemly contrariety to the personal wishes of the 
Queen. /.The reaction of public opinion, disgusted witlj 
years of Parliamentary tumult and the incoherence of party 
legislatiot^ the balanced state in the kingdom of political 
parties themselves,^ the personal character of the sovereign j 
these were all causes that intimate d that a movement in 
favour of prerogative was at hand. The leader of the Tory 
party should have vindicated his natural position and at-ailed 
himself of the gracious occasion; he missed it; and, as the 
occasion was i nevitab le, the Whigs enjoyed its occurrence. 
And thus England witnessed for the first time the portentous 
anomaly of the oligarchical, or Venetian party, which had 
in the old days destroyed the free monarchy of England, 
retaining power merely by favour of the Court. 

But we forget. Sir Robert Peel is not the leader of thcTory 
party; the party that resisted the ruin ous- mystificatio n ^t 
metamorphosed direct taxation by the Crown into indir^t 
taxation by the Commons; that denounced the system which 
mortgaged industry to protect property; the party w'hich 
ruled Ireland by a system which reconciled both Churches, 
and by a series of Parliaments which counted among them 
lords and commons of both religions; that has maintained 
at all times the territorial constitution of England as the only 
basis and security for local government, and which, never- 
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thclcss, once laid on the table of the House of Commons a 
commercial tariff negotiated at Utrecht, which is the most 
rational that was ever devised by statesmen; a party tliat has 
prevented the Church from being the salaried agent of the 
State, and has supported through many struggles the parocliial 
polity which secures to every labourer a home. 

In a Parliamentary sense that grc.at party has ceased to 
e.\isf, but I will believe tlwt it still lives in tlic thought and 
sentiment and consecrated memory of the English nation. 
It has its origin in great principles and in noble instincts; it 
sympathises with the lowly, it looks up to the hlost High ; 
it can count its heroes and its martyrs; they h.avc met in 
its behalf, plunder, proscription, and death. Nor, when it 
finally yielded to the iron progress of oligarcliical supremacy, 
was its catastrophe inglorious. -Its genius was vindicated in 
golden sentences .and with fervent arguments of impassioned 
logic by St John; and breathed in the intrepid eloquence and 
patriot soul of William Wyndham. Even now, it is not dead, 
but slcepcth; and in an age of political materialism, of con- 
fused purposes and perplexed intelligence, that aspires only 
to wealth because it h.as no faith in other accomplishment, 
as men rifle cargoes on the verge of shipwreck, Torj’ism wall 
yet rise from the grave over which Bolingbroke shed his last 
tear, to bring back strength to the Crown, liberty to the 
Subject, and to announce that power has only one duty: to 
secure the social welfare of the PEOPLE. 

froCT '‘Syiir 


MACHINE-BREAKING AT STILBRO’ 

CHARLOTTE CRON'TE 

With the queerest look in the world had the manufacturer 
for some ten minutes been watching the Irish curate, as the 
latter made free with the punch, when suddenly that steady 
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grey eye changed, as if another vision came between it and 
Malone. Moore raised his hand. 

“ Chut! ” he said in his French fashion, as Malone made 
a noise with his glass. He listened a moment, then rose, put 
his hat on, and went out at the counting-house door. 

The night was still, dark, and stagnant: the water yet 
rushed on full and fast; its flow seemed almost a flood in the 
utter silence. Moore’s ear, however, caught another sound, 
very distant but yet dissimilar, broken and rugged, — in short 
a sound of heavy wheels crunching on a stony road. He 
returned to the counting-house and lit a lantern, with which 
he walked down the mill-yard, and proceeded to open the 
gates. The big wagons were coming on; the dray-horses’ Ua 
huge hoofe were heard splashing in the mud and water. 
Moore hailed them. 

“ Hey, Joe Scott! Is all right? ” 

Probably Joe Scott was at too great a distance to hear the 
inquiry; He did not answer it. 

“ Is all right, I say ? ” again asked Moore, when the 
elephant-like leader ’s nose almost touched his. 

Some one jumped out from the foremost wagon into the 
road; a voice cried aloud, “ Ay, ay, divil ; all’s raight! we’ve 
sm^hed ’em.” 

And there was a run. The wagons stood still; they were 
now deserted. 

“Joe Scott!” No Joe Scott answered. “ Murgatroydl 
Pighills! Sykes!” No reply. Mr Moore lifted his lantern, 
and looked into the vehides. There was neither man nor 
machinery; they were empty and abandoned. 

Now Mr Moore loved his machinery. He had risked the 
last of his capital on the purchase of these frames and shears 
.which to-night had been expected. Speculations most impor- 
tant to his interests depended on the results to be wrought by 
them. Where were they ? 

The words “ we’ve smashed ’em ” rang m his ears. How 
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did the catastrophe affect him? By the light of the lantern 
he held were his features visible, relaxing to a singular smile 
— the smile a man of determined spirit wears when he 
reaches a juncture in his life where this determined spirit is 
to feci a demand on its strength, svhen the strain is to be 
made, and the faculty must bear or break. . , . An imp.a- 
tient trampling of one of the horses made him look up. His 
eye in the moment caught the gleam of something white 
attached to a part of the harness. Examined by the light of 
the lantern this proved to be a folded paper — a billet. It bore 
no address without; within was the superscription: 

To the Divil of Hollow’s Mila. 

We will not copy the rest of the orthography, whicl) was 
verj’ peculiar, but translate it into legible English. It ran 
thus ; 

Your hellish raachincr)* is shivered to smash on Stilbro’ Moor, 
and your men are lying bound hand and foot in a ditch by the 
roadside. Take this as a warning from men that arc starving, and 
have starving wives and children to go home to when they have 
done this deed. If you get new machines, or if you otherwise go 
on as you have done, you shall hear from us again. Betvarc! 

“ Hc.ar from you .again? Y'^cs, I’ll hear from you again, 
and you shall hear from me. I’ll speak to you directly. On 
Stilbro’^ Moor you shall hear from me in a moment.” 

Having led the wagons within the gates, he hastened 
towards the cottage. Opening the door, he spoke a few 
words quickly but quietly to two females who ran to meet 
him in the passage. He calmed the seeming alarm of one of 
them by a brief palliative account of what had taken place; 
to the other he said, “ Go into the mill, Sarah — there’s the 
snd ring the mill-bell as loud as you can. Afterwards 

you will get another lantern, and help me to light up the 
front.” b V 

Returning to the horses, he unharnessed, fed, and stabled 
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them with equal speed and care, pausing occasionally, while 
so occupied, as if to listen for the mill-hell. It clanged out 
presently, with irregular but loud and alarming din. The 
hurried, agitated peal seemed more urgent than if the 
summons had been steadily given by a more practised hand. 
On that still night, at that unusual hour, it was heard a long 
way round. The guests in the kitchen of the Redhouse were 
startled by the clamour, and declaring that “ there must be 
summa t more nor common to do at Hollow’s Miln,” they 
called for lanterns, and hurried to the spot in a body. And 
scarcely had they thronged into the yard with their gleaming 
lights, when the tramp of horses was heard, and a little man 
in a shovel hat sitting erect on the back of a shaggy pony, 
“ rode lightly in ” followed by an aide-de-camp mounted on 
a larger steed. 

... Mr Moore now appeared, and was immediately con - 
fronted by th e shovel hat and the shaggy pony, 

“ Well, Moore, what is your business with us ? I thought 
you would want us to-night — me and the hetm an here” 
(patting his pony’s neck}, “ and Tom and his charger. When 
I heard your mill-bell I could sit still no longer, so I left 
Boultby to finish his supper alone. But where is the enemy ? 
I do not see a mask or a smutted face present; and there is 
not a pane of glass broken in your windows. Have you had 
an attack, or do you expect one ? ” 

“ Oh, not at all ! I have neither had one nor expect one,” 
answered Moore coolly. “ I only ordered the bell to be rung 
because I want two or three neighbours to stay here in the 
Hollow, while I and a couple or so more go over to Stilbro’ 
Moor.” 

“ To Stilbro’ Moor! What to do ? To meet the wagons ? ” 
“ The wagons are come home an hour ago.” 

“ Then that’s all right. What more would you have ? ” 
“They came home empty; and Joe Scott and company 
are left on the moor, and so are the frames. Read that scrawl.” 
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Mr Hclstonc received and perufed the document of which 
the coiitcms have before been given. 

“Hum! 'I'hcy only ten cd you 0.4 they serve others. But, 
however, the poor fellows in die ditcii will be expecting help 
with some impatience. This is a wet night for sudi a berth. 
I .and Tom will go svith you. Malone will stay behind 
and take care of the mill,” . . . The small number of three 
volunteered to go; the rest preferred staying liehind. . . . 

Cheerfulness, it would appear, is a m.attcr that depends 
fully as much on tlic state of things widiin as on the state of 
things without and around us. 1 make this trite remark 
because I happen to know that Messrs Hclstonc and Moore 
trotted forth from the milt-prd gates at the hc.sd of their 
very snull company, in the b«t possible spirits. When a ray 
from .a lantern (the three pedestrians of die party each 
carried one) fell on Mr Moore’s face, you could .see an 
unusu.al, because .a lively, spark dancing in his eyes, and a 
nesv'found vivacity mantling on his dark plipiognomy; and 
when die rector’s visage w.as iUumin.ated, hlThard' tetures 
were revealed all agrin and ariiinc with glee. Yet a dria.zling 
night, a somewhat perilous c.xpcdition, you would think were 
not circumstances calculated to enliven those exposed to the 
wet, and engaged in the expedition. If any member, or 
members, of the crew wlio had been at work on Stilbro' 
Moor had caught a Hew of this party, they would have had 
great pleasure in shooting either of the leaders from behind 
aw.all: and the leaders knew diis; and die fact is, being both 
(Tiien of steely nerves and steady-beating hearts, were oLye 
... As the party turned into the 
Stilbro road, they met what little wind there was; the rain 
dashed in their faces. Moore had been /ictting his com- 
panion previously, and now, braced up by die raw breeze, 
and perhaps irritated by the sharp drizzle, he began to goad 
him. 

Does your Peninsular news please you still? ” he asked. 
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“ What do you mean ? ” was the surly demand of the 
rector. },t(^oc,sL 

“ I mean, have you still faith in that Baal of a Lord 
Wellington ? ” 

“ And what do you mean now ? ” 

“ Do you still believe that this wooden-faced and pebble- 
hearted idol of England has power to send fire down from 
heaven to consume the French holocaust you want to 
offer up ? ” 

“ I believe that Wellington will flog Bonaparte’s marshals 
into the sea the day it pleases him to lift his arm.” 

“ But, my dear sir, you can’t be serious in what you say. 
Bonaparte’s marshals are great men, who act under the 
guidance of an omnipotent master-spirit. Your Wellington 
is the most humdrum of commonplace martinets, whose slow 
mechanical movements are further cramped by an ignorant 
home government.” 

“ Wellington is the soul of England. Wellington is the 
right champion of a good cause, the fit representative of a 
powerful, a resolute, a sensible, and an honest nation.” 

“ Y our good cause, as far as I understand it, is simply the 
restoration of that filthy, feeble F erdinand to a throne which 
he disgraced. Your fit representative of an honest people is 
a dull- witted drover, act in g for a duller-witted farmer ; and 
against these are arrayea~vIctorious supremacy and invincible 
genius.” 

“ Against legitimacy i s arrayed usurpatio n ; against modest,- 
single-minded, righteous, and brave resistance to encroach- 
ment is arrayed boastful, double-tongued, selfish, and trea- 
cherous ambition to possess. God defend the right! ” 

“ God often defends the powerful.” 

“What! I suppose the handful of Israelites standing 
dryshod on the Asiatic side of the Red Sea was more powerful 
than the host of Egyptians drawn up on the African side ? 
Were they more numerous? Were they better appointed? 
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Were they more mighty; in a word, ch: Don’t speak, or 
you’ll tell a lie, Moore; you know you will. They were a 
poor overwrought band of bondsmen. TTyrants had oppressed 
them through four hundFcd" yc.ars; a feeble mixture of 
women and cliildren diluted their thin ranlts; their masters, 

, who roared to follow them through the divided flood, were 
a set of pampered E^iiops, .about as strong aitd brutal as the 
lions of Libp. They were armed, horsed, and charioted; 
the poor Hebrew wanderers were afoot. Few of them, it is 
likely, h.ad better weapons than their shepherd’s crooks or 
their masons’ building tools; their meek and mighty leader 
himself had only his rod. But bethink you, Robert Moore, 
right was with them; the God of battles was on their side. 
Crime and the lost arcltangcl gencralled the ranks of Pharaoh, 
and which triumphed? We know that well ‘The Lord 
saved Israel that day out of the hand of the Eg)-ptians, and 
Israel saw the Eg)’ptians dead upon the sea-shore’ — yea, 
‘ tile depths covered them, they sank to the bottom as a stone.’ 
The right hand of the Lord became glorious in power; the 
right hand of the Lord dashed in pieces the enemy.” 

“You arc all riglit; only you forget the true parallel. 
France is Israel, and Napoleon is Moses. Europe, with her 
old over-gorged empires and rotten dynasties, is corrupt 
Egj'pt; gallant France is the Twelve Tribes, and her fresh 
and vigorous Usurper the Shepherd of Horcb.” 

“ I scorn to answer you.” 

Moore accordingly answered himself, — at least, he sub- 
joined to what he had just said an additional observ.ation in 
a lower voice: 

“ Oh, in Italy he tvas as great as any Moses! He was the 
right thing there, fit to head and organize measures for the 
regeneration of nations. It puzzles me to this day how the 
conqueror of Lodi should have condescended to become an 
emperor, a vulgar, a stupid humbug; and still more how a 
people who had once called themselves republicans should 
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have sunk again to the grade of mere slaves. I despise 
F ranee. If England had gone as far on the road of civiliza- 
tion as France did, she would hardly have retreated so 
shamelessly.” 

“ You don’t mean to say tlrat besotted imperial France is 
any worse than bloody republican F ranee ? ” demanded 
Hclstone fiercely. 

“ I mean to say nothing, but I can think what I please, 
you know, Mr Helstonc, both about France and England; 
and about revolutions, and regicides, and restorations in 
general; and the divine right of kings, which you often 
stickle for in your sermons, and the duty of non-resistance, 
and the sanity of war, and 

Mr Moore’s sentence was here cut short by tlte rapid 
rolling up of a gig, and its sudden stoppage in the middle of 
the road. Both he and the rector had been too much occupied 
with their discourse to notice its approach till it was close 
upon them. 

“ Nah, maister; did the wagons hit home? ” demanded a 
voice from the vehicle. 

“ Can that be Joe Scott? ” 

“ Ay, ay! ” returned another voice; for the gig contained 
two persons, as was seen by the glimmer of its lamp. The 
men with the lanterns had now fallen into the rear, or rather, 
the equestrians x if the rescue-party had outridden the pedes- 
trians. “ Ay, ay, Mr Moore, it’s Joe Scott. I’m bringing 
him back to you in a bonny pickle. I fand him on top of the 
moor yonder, him and three others. What will you give me 
for restoring him to you ? ” 

“Why, my thanks, I believe; for I could better have 
afforded to lose a better man. That is you, I suppose, 
Mr Yorke, by your voice? ” 

“ Ay, lad, it’s me. I was coming home from Stilbro’ 
market, and just as I got to the middle of the moor, and was 
whipping on as swift as the wind (for these they say are not 
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safe times, thanks to a bad government!), I heard a groan. 

I pulled up. Some would have whipt on faster; but I’ve 
naught to fc.ar that I know of. I don’t believe there’s a lad 
in these parts would harm me — at least I’d give them as 
good as I got if they offered to do it. I said ‘ Is there aught 
wrong anywhere ? ’ "Deed is there,’ somebody says, speak- 
ing out of the ground, like. ‘What’s to do? Be sharp and 
tell me,’ I ordered. ‘ Nobbut four on us ligging in a ditch,’ 
says Joe, as quiet .as could be. I tolled ’em more shame to 
’em, and bid them get up and move on, or I’d lend them a 
lick of the gig-whip; for my notion was they were all fresh. 

‘ We’d ha’ done that an hour sin’, but we’re teed wi’ a bit o’ 
band,’ says Joe. So in a while I got down and loosed ’em wi’ 
my penknife; and Scott would ride wi’ me, to tell me how it 
all happened; and t’others arc coming on as fast as their feet 
will bring them.” 

“ Well, 1 am greatly obliged to you, Mr Yorkc.” 

“Arc you, my lad? You know you’re not. However, 
here are the rest approaching. And here, by the Lord, arc 
another set with lights in their pitchers, like the army of 
Gideon; and as we’ve th’ parson wi’ us — good evening, 
Mr Hclstone — ^we’se do.” 

Mr Helstone returned the salutation of the individual in 
the^gig very stiffly indeed. That individual proceeded; 

“ We’re eleven strong men, and there’s horses and chariots 
amang us. If we could only fall in wi’ some of these starved 
ragamuffins of frame-breakers, we could win a grand victory. 
We could iv’ry one be a Wellington — that would please ye, 
Mr Hclstone — and sich paragraphs as we could contrive for 
t papers! Briarfield suld be famous. But we’se hev’ a 
column and a half i’ th’ Siilbro' Courier ower this job, as it 
IS, I dare say. I’se expect no less.” 

And I’ll promise you no less, for I’ll write the article 
myself,” returned the rector. 

To be sure, sartainly! And mind ye recommend weel 
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that them ’at brake t’ bits o’ frames, and teed Joe Scott’s legs 
wi’ band, suld be hung without benefit o’ clergy. It’s a 
hanging matter, or suld be. No doubt o’ that.” 

“ If I judged them, I’d give them short shrift!” cried 
Moore. “ But I mean to let them quite alone this bout, to 
give them rope enough, certain that in the end they will hang 
themselves.” 

“ Let them alone, will ye, Moore ? Do you promise that ? ” 

“Promise! No. AH I mean to say is, I shall give myself 
no particular trouble to catch them; but if one falls in my 
way ” 

“ You’ll snap him up of course. Only you would rather 
they did something worse than merely stop a wagon before 
you reckon with them. Well, we’ll say no more on the 
subject at present. Here we are at my door, gentlemen, and 
I hope you and the men will step in. You will none of you 
be the worse of a little refreshment.” 

From ''Shirley” 


A CORN RIOT 

CHARLES KINGSLEY 

Bursting through the rotting and half-fallen palings, we 
entered a wide, rushy, neglected park, and along an old gravel 
road, now green with grass, we opened on a sheet of frozen 
water, and, on the opposite bank, the huge square corpse 
of a hall, the dose-shuttered windows of which gave it a 
dead and ghastly look, except where here and there a single 
open one showed, as through a black, empty eye-socket, the 
dark unfurnished rooms within. On the right, beneath us, 
lay, amid tall elms, a large mass of farm-buildings, into the 
yard of which die whole mob rushed tumultuously — ^just in 
time to sec an old man on horseback dart out and gallop 
hatJess up the park, amid the yells of the mob. 
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“The old rascal’s gone! and he’ll call up the yeomanry. 
Wc must be quick, boys! ’’ shouted one; and the first signs 
of plunder showed themselves in an indiscriminate chase 
after various screaming geese and turkeys; while a few of 
:he more steady went up to the house door, and, knocking, 
Icmandcd sternly the granarj' keys. 

A fat viragg planjted herself in the doorway, and com- 
menced railin^ at tfic'm with the cowardly courage which the 
fancied immunity of their sex gives to coarse women; but 
she was shoved aside, and took shelter in an upper room, 
where she stood, screaming and cursing at the window. 

The invaders returned, cramming their mouths with 
bread, and chopping asunder flitclics of bacon. The granary 
doors were broken open, and the contents scrambled for, 
amid immense waste by the starr-ing wretches. It was a sad 
sight. Here was a poor shivering woman, hiding scraps of 
food under her cloak, and huriying out of tlic j'ard to the 
children she had left at home. There w'as a tall man, leaning 
against the palings gnawing ravenously at the same loaf with 
a little boy, who had scrambled up behind him. Then a huge 
b lackguard came whistling up to me, with a can of ale. 
“ Drink, my beauty, you’re tired with hollerin g by now! ’’ 

“ The ale is neither yours nor mine. I won’t touch it.’’ 

Darn_your__buj:tons! You said the wheat was ourn 
acause we growed it — and thereby so’s the beer, for we 
growed the barley too.” 

And so thought the rest; for the jard w'as getting full of 
drunkards, a woman or two among them, reeling knee-deep 
in the loose straw among the pigs. 

“ Thresh out they_ricks ! ” roared another, j 
“ Get out the threshing machine.” 

“You harness the horses! ” 

No! there bain’t no time. Yeomanry’ll be here. You 
mun leave the ricks.” 

Darned if we do. Old Woods shan’t get naught by they.” 
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“ Fire ’em then, and go on to Slater’s farm! ” 

“ As well be hung for a sheep as for a lamb,” hiccupped 
Blinkey, as he rushed through the yard with a lighted brand. 
I tried to stop him, but fell on my face in the deep straw, and 
got round the barns to the rickyard just in time to hear a 
crackle — there was no mistaking it; the windward stack 
was in a blaze of fire. 

I stood awestruck, I cannot tell how long — ^watching how 
the live flame-snakes crept and hissed, and leapt and roared, 
and rushed in long horizontal jets from stack to stack before 
the howling wind, and fastened their fiery talons on the 
barn-eaves, and swept over the peaked roofs, and hurled 
themselves in fiery flakes into the yard below. — ^The food of 
man, the labour of years, devoured in aimless mini was it 
my doing? Was it not? 

At last I recollected myself, and hurried round again into 
the straw-yard, where the fire was now falling fast. The 
only thing which saved the house was the weltering mass of 
bullocks, pigs, and human beings, drunk and sober, which 
trampled out unwittingly the flames as fast as they caught. 

The fire had seized the roofs of the cart-stables, wher^ 
great l ubberly boy blubbere d out; C4cw\^Z^\^ 

“ Git my horses out! git my horses out o’ the fire ! I be 
so fond o’ mun! ” 

“Well, they ain’t done no harm, poor beasts!” and a 
dozen men ran in to save them; but the poor wretches, 
screaming with terror, refused to stir. I never knew what 
became of them; but their shrieks still haunt my dreams. . . . 

The yard now became a pandemonium. The more 
ruffianly part of the mob — and, alas! there were but too 
many of them — hurled the furniture out of the windows, 
or ran off with anything they could carry. In vain, I exposr 
tulated , tlireatened; I ^vas answered by laughter, curses, 
brandished plunder. Then I found out how large a portion 
of rascality shelters itself under the wing of every crowd; 
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;ind at the moment 1 almost excused the ricli for overlooking 
the real sufferers in indigrtation at tlic rascab, IJut even the 
really starving majority, who^e faces priKlatmcd the grim 
fact of their misery, seemed pone mad for the moment. The 
old crust of sullen, dogged patience had broken up, and their 
wliolc souls had exploded into reckless fury and brutal 
revenge; and yet there was no hint of violence against the 
red fat woman, who, surrounded witli h.cr blubbering 
children, stood screaming and cursing at the first-floor 
window, getting redder and fatter at cvety scream. T he 
worst personality she heard was a rair of laughter, in which, 
such is poor liumanity, I could not but join, as her little 
smned drab of .a m.aid-of-aIl-work ran out of the door, with 
a bundle of stolen finery under her arm. and high above the 
raaring of the flames and the shouts of the rioters rose lier 
mistress’s yell : 

“O Betsy, Betsy! you little awdadous, unremorseful 
hussy — a-nmning av,-ay with my l>cst bonnet .and shawl! ” 
'Flic laughter soon, however, subsided when .a man rushed 
breathless into the vard, shouting, “The yeomanry! ’’ 

At that sound, to my .astonishment, a general p.anic ensued. 
The miserable wretches never stopped to inquire how irniny 
or how far off they were, but scrambled to every' outlet of the 
yard, trampling aach other down in their hurry. 1 leaped up 
on the wall, and saw galloping down the park, a mighty 
armament of some fifteen men, with a tall officer at their 
head, mounted on a splendid horse. 

“There they be! there they be! all tJie varmers, and 
young Squire Clayton wi’ niun, on his gray hunter! O 
Lord ! O Lord ! and all their swoords drawn ! ’’ 

I thought of the old story in Herodotus — how the Scythian 
masters returned from war to the rebel slaves who had taken 
possession of their lands and wives, and brought them down 
on their knees with terror at the mere sight of the old dreaded 
dog-whips. 
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I d!(i not care to run. I w.t,s utterly ditgusted, diappointed 
wdili myself — the people. I longed, for the moment, to die 
Ri>d leave n all; and, left almost alone, sat down on a stone, 
buried my head between tny hands, and tried vainly to shut 
out from my cars the rairing of the fire. 

fn.-r “Mci lj>:hc " 


A .MIKING DISTRICT IN EARLY 
VICTORIAN DAYS 


BENJAMI.V DISMAELI 


Fast as the eye could rc.vch, and the region ss*as level except 
where a range of limestone hills formed its distant limit, a 
wilderjtcs'5 of cottages, or tenements that were hardly entitled 
To a higher name, were scittcrcsi for many miles over liie 
Lnd; sonse detachrd, wine collected in little row.s, .some 
cliJ-teting in group;, yet rtrcly forming continuous streets, 
but intc.'-'f'crscd svith Hazing furn-vees, heaps of burning co,al, 
and piles of smouldering ironstone} while fotges and engine- 
dtimnen roared and puffed in all dircctio.ns, and indicated 
the freauent pretence of the mouth of tiie mine, and tlic b.inS: 
(•'{ the ctv'i-pit. Notwithst-anding the whole countr}' might 
b'- ■compjtcd to 2 ntst mbbit-warren, it was nrvenhe'ess 
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• rcted svith caru!'-, crefiing c;sch other at sariotis Iciek; 
hough tlic subttrrirseat! operations were prosecuted with 
at jiftr that it was not uncommon to observe whole roa-s 
awjv, ffftrn the shifting and hoUmv n.tturc of the 


i'.r-'l, '■ft'll, ititertni.'tpsed wth hr.tp; of minrrai rcfu«-e, or of 
?;:f..;!he d.*4fti, patches of the surface might here zt-.i that; 
h. frciT-gtd'rd, cotetvd, as if in m’x'cery, with grace arsd co.'-n, 
fv Air.g srty much like th.me gtntltmxtds joivs :;at we uwd 
read of to k'ut vtYen by tiu* chimneT-tweepi, .trid 
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grimy liver)-. But a tree or a shrub, such an existence was 
unknown in this dingy rather than dreary region. . . . _ 

They came forth; the mine delivers its gang and the pit its 
bondsmen; the forge is silent and the engine is still. The 
plain is covered with the swarming multitude: bands of 
stalwart men, broad-chested and muscular, wet with toil, and 
black as the children of the tropics; troops of youth, alas! of 
both sc-xes, though neither their raiment nor their language 
indicates the difference; .all arc clad in male attire, and 
oaths that men might shudder at, issue from lips born to 
breathe words of sweetness. Yet, these arc to be, some are, 
the mothers of England 1 But can we wonder at the hideous 
coarseness of their language when we remember the savage 
rudeness of their lives? Naked to the waist, an iron chain 
fastened to a belt of leather runs between their legs clad in 
canv.TS trousers, while on hands and feet an English girl for 
twelve, sometimes for sixteen hours a day, hauls and hurries 
tubs of coals up subterranean roads, dark, precipitous, and 
plashy; circumstances that seem to have escaped the notice 
of the Society for the Abolition of Negro Slavery. Those 
worthy gentlemen, too, appear to have been sincularly un- 
conscious of the sufferings of the little trappers, which was 
remarkable as many of them were in their own employ. 

Sec, too, these emerge from the bowels of the earth! 
Infants of four and five years of age, many of them girls, 
pretty and still soft and timid; entrusted with the fulfilment 
of responsible duties, and the nature of which entails on them 
the necessity of being the earliest to enter the mine and the 
latest to leave it. Their Labour indeed is not severe, for that 
would be impossible, but it is passed in darkness and in 
solitude. They endure that punishment which philosophical 
philanthropy has invented for the direst criminals, and which 
Aose criminals deem more terrible than the death for which 
it is substituted. Hour after hour elapses, and all that 
reminds the infant trappers of the world they have cjuitted 
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and that which they have joined, is the passage of the coal- 
wagons for which they open the air-doors of the galleries, 
and on keeping which doors constantly closed, except at this 
moment of passage, the safety of the mine and the lives of the 
persons employed in it entirely depend. , . . 

A small party of miners approached a house of more pre- 
tension than the generality of the dwellings, and announcing 
its character by a flagrant sign of the Rising Sun. They 
entered it as men accustomed, and were greeted with smiles 
and many civil words from the lady at the bar, who inquired 
cheerfully what the gentlemen would have. They soon 
found themselves in the tap, and, though it was not entirely 
unoccupied, in their accustomed places; for there seemed a 
general understanding that they enjoyed a prescriptive right. 

With hunches of white bread in their black hands, and 
grinning with their sable countenances and ivorj' teeth, they 
really looked like a gang of negroes at a revel. 

The cups of ale circulated, the pipes were lighted, the pre- 
liminary puffs achieved. There was at length silence, when 
he who seemed their leader, and who filled a sort of president’s 
seat, took his pipe from his mouth, and then uttering the first 
complete sentence that had yet been expressed aloud, thus 
delivered himself. 

“ The fact is, we are tommied to death.” 

“ You never spake a truer word. Master Nixon,” said one 
of his companions. 

“ It’s gospel, every word of it,” said another. 

“ And the point is,” continued Master Nixon, “ what are 
we for to do? ” 

“ Ay, surely,” said a collier, ” that’s the marrow.” 

“ Ay, ay,” agreed several ; “ there it is.” 

“The question is,” said Nixon, looking round with a 
magisterial air, “ what is wages? I say, ’tayn’t sugar, ’tayn’t 
tea, ’tayn’t bacon. ... I don’t think ’tis candles; but of 
this I be sure — ’tayn’t waistcoats.” 
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Here there wa": a gwter.i! groits, 

“ Comrade^,’' cofitiiuirti Ntxon, " yoti know what has 
happened; you fcnovv as hovs' juggins applied for his KJance 
after his tomrny-lrook was paid up, and tiiat incarnate nipper 
Diggs has made him take two waistcoat^. Now th.e question 
rises, what is a collier to do witli svaistroais ? Pasvn ’em 
1 s’ pose to Dip!p>' ( on-in-law, next door to his father's shop, 
and sell the ticket for sixpence. Nose, there's the tjucstion; 
keep to the question; tlic quc'.tion is waistco.its and tommy ; 
first waistco.ats .and tlsen tommy." 

" 1 luve been nuking a jxnmd a-week, these two months 
past," s-iid another, “ hut, .as I'm a sinner saved, ! luve never 
seen the young Queen’s picture yet." 

" And I have I'ccn obliged to jwy the doaor for my poor 
svife in tommy,” said anotiicr. ‘ Doctor,* I said, saj** I, 

‘ I blush to do it but all I Iwse got is tommy, anti what shall 
it be, bacon or cheese? ' ' Cheese at tenpence a jiound,' »ys 
he, ‘ wliich I buy for my servants at sixpence! Never mind,* 
t.ays he, for he is a thorough Christi.an, * I’ll take the tommy 
as I find it.’ ” 

Ids rent to pay, and is nfcard of the 
bums,” said Nixon, "and he h.x$ got two waistcoats! ” 

“ Besides,” said another, “ Diggs’ tommy i.s only open 
once a-week, and if you’re no: tlicrc in tiine, you go over for 
another seven days. And it’s sucli a dist.ancc, and he keeps 
a body there such a time; it’s alwaj-s a ikiy’s svork for my 
poor woman; she can’t do nothing after it, wli.it witli the 
waiting, and the standing, and the cussing of Master Joseph 
Diggs; for he do ssvear at the women when tlicy rush in for 
the first turn, most fearful.” 

“ Tlicy do s.iy hc|s a shocking little dog.” 

Master Joseph is wery wiolcnt, but there is no one like 
old Diggs for grabbing a bit of one’s wages. He do so love it! 
And then he sap you need never be at no loss for nothing; 
you can find cvcrytliing under my roof. I sliould like to 
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know who is to mend our shoes. Has Gaffer Diggs a cob- 
bler’s stall ? ” 

“ Or sell us a penn’orth of potatoes,” said another. “ Or 
a ha’porth of milk.” 

“No; and so to get them one is obliged to go and sell 
some tommy; and much one gets for it. Bacon at nincpencc 
a pound at Diggs’, which you may get at a huckster’s for 
sixpence; and therefore the huckster can’t be expected to 
give you more than fourpcncc-haifpenny. . . .” 

“ But what business has a butty to keep a shop ? ” inquired 
a stranger. “ The law touches him.” 

“ I should like to know who would touch the law,” said 
Nixon; “ not I, for one. Them tommy-shops is very deli- 
cate things; they won’t stand no handling, I can tell you that.” 

“ But he cannot force you to take goods,” said the stranger; 
“he must pay you in current coin of the realm, if you 
demand it.” 

“They only pay us once in five weeks,” said a collier, 
* and how is a man to live meanwhile ? And suppose we 
were to make shift for a month or five weeks, and have all 
our money coming, and have no tommy out of the shop, 
what would the butty say to me ? He would say, ‘ Do you 
want e’er a note, this time? ’ and if I was to say, ‘ No,’ tltcn 
he would say, ‘ Y ou’ve no call to go down to work any more 
here.’ And that’s what I call forsation.” 

“Ay, ay,” said another collier; “ask for the young 
Queen’s picture, and you would soon have to put your shirt 
on, and go up the shaft.” 

“ It’s them long reckonings that force us to the tommy- 
shops,” said another collier; “ and if a butty turns you away 
because you won’t take no tommy, you’re a marked man in 
every field about.” 

. . . “ But why don’t you state your grievances to the 
landlords and lessees? ” said the stranger. 

“ I take it you be a stranger in these parts, sir,” said 

123 



KINETEENTH-CEKTURY LIFE 

Master Nixon, following up this remark by an enormous 
puft. He was the oracle of his drclc, and there was silence 
tvhenever he was inclined to address them, whidi u-as not 
too often, though when he spoke, his words, as his followers 
often observed, were a regular ten-yard coal. 

I take it you be a stranger in these parts, sir, or else you 
v.'ould know that it’s as easy for a miner to speak to a main- 
rmastcr, as it is for me to pick coal with this here cl.ny. Sir, 
there s a gulfatwcen 'em. I went into the pit when I was 
five year ohi, and I counts forty year in the service come 
i laninmas, and a very good .age, sir, for a m.an that docs his 
'sotK, and I knows what I'm speaking about. In forty year, 
sir, a man sees a p.'ctty de.il, 'spcci.ally when he don’t move 
out of the s.-imc spot, and keeps 'tention. I've been at pl.iy, 
sir, several times in fony year, and have seen as great stick- 
outs as ever happened in this countrj-. I’ve seen the people 
at p.w for weeks together, and so clammed that I never 
tasted nothmg but a potato and a little salt for more than .a 
fortnight. Talk of tommy, that w.-.s hard fare, but we were 
holdng out for our rights, and that's sauce for any gander. 

I never knew the people 
but if a word had pay-cd at ween them and the m.-iin- 
afotchand. it might not have been settled; but you 
..,.,,,1 ^ ■'^t'''«n the poor man and the 

no comicction. and th.it's the 
uita! mischief of this countrv." 

Fmn ''Syii/” 


A STRIKER.^ DEPUTATION 

C. CASKtLL 
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interview with a deputation of th 
tr.g was to take pl.-icc in .a publ 
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there, about eleven o’clock, the mill-owners who had received 
the foreign orders, began to collect. 

Of course, the first subject, however full their minds 
might be of another, was the weather. Having done their 
duty by all the showers and sunshine which had occurred 
during the past week, they fell to talking about the business 
which brought them together. There might be about twenty 
gentlemen in the room, including some by courtesy, who 
were not immediately concerned with the settlement of the 
present question; but who, nevertheless, were sufficiently 
interested to attend. These were divided into little groups, 
who did not seem by any means unanimous . Some w'ere for 
a slight concession, just a sugar-plum to quieten the naughty 
child, a sacrifice to peace and quietness. Some were steadily 
and vehemently opposed to the dangerous precedent of 
yielding one jot or one tittle to the outward force of a turn- 
out, It was teaching the work-people how to become 
masters, said they. Did they want the wildest thing here- 
after, they would know that the way to obtain their wishes 
would be to strike work. Besides one or two of those present 
had just returned from the New Bailey, where one of the 
turn-outs had been tried for a cruel assault on a poor north 
country weaver, who had attempted to work at the low price. 
They were indignant, and justly so, at the merciless manner 
in which the poor fellow had been treated; and their indig- 
nation at wrong took (as it so often does) the extreme form 
of revenge. They felt as if, rather than yield to the body of 
men who were resorting to such cruel measures towards 
their fellow-workmen, they, the masters, would sooner 
relinquish all the benefits to be derived from the fulfilment 
of the commission, in order that the workmen should suffer 
keenly. They forgot that the strike was in this instance the 
result of want and need, suffered unjustly, as the endurers 
believed; for, however insane, and without ground of reason, 
such was their belief, and such was the cause of their violence. 
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It is a great truth that you cannot extinguish violence by 
violence. You may put it down for a time; but while you 
arc crowing over your imaginary success, sec if it does not 
return with seven devils worse than its former self! 

No one tliought of treating the workmen as brethren and 
friends, and openly, clearly, and as appc.aling to rcason.able 
men, stating e.\actly and fully the circumstances which led 
the m.astcrs to think that it was the wise policy of the time 
to make sacrifices themselves, and to hope for them from the 
operatives. 

In going from group to group in the room you caught such 
sentences as the following: 

“Poor devils! they arc near enough to starving. I’m 
afraid. Mrs Alden makes two cow’s heads into soup every 
week, and people come several miles to fetch it; and if these 
j times last we must tty' and do more. But wc must not be 
“'^Jjullied into anything! ’’ 

“ A rise of a shiiling or so won’t make much difference, 
and they wi!I go away thinking they have gained their point." 

“That’s the very thing I object to. They’ll think so, 
and whenever they’ve a point to gain, no matter how unrea- 
sonable, they’ll strike work.” 

“ It really injures them more than us.’’ 

“ I don’t see how our interests can be separated.” 

” The d — d brute had thrown vitriol on the poor fellow’s 
ankles, and you know what a bad part that is to heal. He had 
to stand still with the pain, and that left him at the mercy of 
the cruel wretch, who be.at him about the head till you’d 
hardly have known he was a man. Thev doubt if he’ll 
live.” ’ 

“ If it were only for that. I’ll stand out against them, even 
if it were the cause of my ruin.” 

** Ay, I for one won’t yield one farthing to the cruel 
brutes; they’re more like wild beasts than human beings.” 

(Well! who might have made tlicm different fj 
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“ I say, Carson, just go and tell Duncombe of this fresh 
instance of their abominable conduct. He’s wavering, but 
I think this will decide him.” 

The door was now opened, and a waiter announced that 
the men were below, and asked if it were the pleasure of the 
gentlemen that they should be shown up. 

They assented, and rapidly took their places round the 
official table} looking as like as they could, to the Roman 
senators who awaited the irruption of Brennus and his 
Gauls. 

Tramp, tramp, came the hc.avy clogged feet up the stairs; 
and in a minute five wild, earnest-looking men stood in thc 
room. John Barton, from some mistake as to time was not 
among them. Had they been larger-boned men, you would 
have called them gaunt; as it was they were little of stature, 
and their fustian clothes hung loosely on their shrunk limbs. 
In choosing their delegates, too, the operatives had had more 
regard to their brains and power of speech than to their ward- 
robes; they might have read the opinions of that worthy 
Professor Teufelsdrockh in Sarior Resartus, to judge from the 
dilapidated coats and trousers which yet clothed men of parts 
and of power. It was long since many of them had known 
the luxury of a new article of dress; and air-gaps were to be 
seen in their garments. Some of the masters were rather 
affronted at such a ragged detachment coming between the 
wind and their nobility; but what cared tliey? 

At the request of a gentleman hastily chosen to act as 
chairman, the leader of the delegates read, in a high-pitched, 
psalm-singing voice, a paper, containing the operatives’ 
statement of the case at issue, their complaints, and their 
demands, which were not remarkable for moderation. 

He was then desired to withdr.aw for a few minutes with 
his fellow delegates to another room, while the masters 
considered what should be their definitive answer. 

When the men had left the room a whispered earnest 
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consultation took place, every one rciirging liis former argu- 
ments. The amceders cirrieil the day; but only by a 
majority of one. The minority haughtily and audibly 
avpressed their dissent from the me.isurcs to be adopted; even 
after the delegates re-entered the room; their words and 
looks did not p.tss unheeded by the quick-eyed operatives; 
their names were registered in bitter hcart.s. 

The masters could not consent to the advance dcm.andcd 
by the workmen. 7‘hcy would agree to give one shilling a 
week more than they previously ofTcred. Were the delegates 
empowered to accept such offer r 

They were empowered to accept or decline any offer made 
that d,ay by the masters. 

Then it might be as well for them to consult among them- 
selves as to what should be their decision. They again 
withdrevs*. 

It was not for long. They came back and positively 
declined any compromise of their demands. 

. . . Now there had been some by-pl.ay at this meeting 
not recorded in tlic Manchester newspapers which gave an 
account of tlie more regular part of the transaction. 

While the men had stood grouped near tlic door, on their 
first entrance, Mr Harry Carson had taken out his silver 
pencil, and liad drawn an admirable caricature of them — 
lank, ragged, dispirited, and famine-stricken. Underneath 
he wrote a hasty quotation from the fat knight’s speech in 
Henry IF. He passed it to one of his neighbours, who 
acknowledged the likeness instantly, and by him, it was sent 
round to the others, who all smiled and nodded their heads. 

hen it came back to its owner he tore the back of the letter 
on which it was drawn, in two; twisted them up, and flung 
them into the fireplace; but careless whether they readied 
their aim or not, he did not look to see that they fell just 
short of the consuming cinders. 

This proceeding was dosely w-atdicd by one of die men. 
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He watched tlic masters as tiicy left tlic hotel (laughing, 
some of them were at passing jokes^, and when all had gone, 
he re-entered. He went to the waiter, who recognized him. 

“There’s a bit of a picture up yonder, as one o’ the 
gentlemen threw away; I’ve a little lad at home as dearly 
loves a picture; by your le.ave I’ll go up for it.” 

The waiter, good-natured and sympathetic, accompanied 
him upstairs; saw the paper picked up and untwisted, and 
then, being convinced by a hasty glance at its contents, that 
it was only what the man had called it, “ a bit of a picture,” 
he allowed him to bear away his prize. 

Towards seven o’clock that evening many operatives 
began to assemble in a room in tlic Weaver’s Arms public- 
house, a room appropriated for festive ‘occasions’ as the 
landlord, in his circular, on opening the premises had described 
it. But, alas! it was on no festive occasion that they met 
there on this night. Starved, irritated, despairing men, they 
were assembling to hear the answer that morning given by 
the masters to the delegates; after which, as was stated in 
the notice, a gentleman from London would have the honour 
of addressing the meeting on the present state of affairs 
between the employers and the employed, or (as he chose to 
term them} the idle and the industrious classes. The room 
was not large, but its bareness of furniture made it appear so. 
Unshaded gas flared down on the lean and unwashed artisans 
as they entered, their eyes blinking in the excess of light. 

They took their scats on benches, and awaited the deputa- 
tion. The latter, gloomily and ferociously, delivered the 
masters’ ultimatum, adding thereunto not one word of their 
own; and it sank all the deeper into the sore hearts of the 
listeners for their forbearance. 

Then the “gentleman from London” (who had been 
previously informed of the masters’ decision) entered. . . . 
After a burst of eloquence in which he blended the deeds of 
the elder and the younger Brutus, and magnified the resistless 

129 


I 



K I N HTF-EN'r U-CEN TU K V LI F E 

might of the “ tniilioiis of Manchcitcr,” the Londoner dci- 
ccridcd to m.ittcr-of-fact hu'incii, and in hi;, cap/.rity this svsy 
he did not belie the good judgment of tho-c who had sent hint 
as delegate, Mas'cs of people when left to their own free 
choice, seem to have discreiioti in distlngui'^hing men of 
natural talent; it is a pity they s<j little regard temper and 
principles, lie rapidly dicuted resolutions, and suggested 
measures. He wrote out a stirring pi.acird for die w.alK. He 
proposed sending delegates to intreat the assistance of other 
trades unions in other towns. He hctided the list of subscril'- 
ing unions, by a liberal don.ition from that with svhich he was 
specially connected in London; -and what was more, and 
more uncommon, he paid dosvn the money in real, clinking, 
blinking, golden sovcreigits! The money, .a!a.s, was cravingly 
required j but before alleviating any private necessities on the 
morrow, sm.all sunts were handed to each of the delegates', 
who were in a day or two to set out on their cxpcditio.ns to 
Glasgow, Newcastle, Nottingham, etc. These men were, 
most of them, members of the deputation which had, that 
morning, waited on the m.astcrs. After he had drawn up 
some letters and spoken a few more stirring words, the 
gentleman from London withdrew, prcvioiislv shaking hands 
•all round; and many speedily followed him from the 
house. . . . 

But now tongues were hushed, and all eves were directed 
towards the member of the deputation who had that morning 
returned to the hotel, to obtain possession of Harrv Carson’s 
cicvcr cincnturc of the operatives. 

The heads clustered together, to gaze at, and detect tlie 
likenesses. 

. ® John Slater! I’d lia’ known him anyw'hcrc by 

his big nose! Lord! how like; that’s me, by G-d, it’s the 
very way I’m obligated to pin my waistcoat up, to hide that 
I ye getten no shirt. Tliat is a shame and I’ll not stand 
It.” 
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“ Well! ” said John Slater, after having acknowledged his 
nose and his likeness : “ I could laugh at a jest as well as e’er 
the best on ’em, tliough it did tell again myseP, if 1 were not 
clemming ” (his eyes filled with tears, he uras a poor, pinched, 
sharp-featured man with a gentle and melancholy expression 
of countenance) “ and if I could keep from thinking of them 
at home as is clemming} but with their cries for food ringing 
in my ears, and making me afeard of going home, and wonder 
if I should hear them wailing out if I lay cold and drowned 
at th’ bottom o’ th’ canal, there, — ^why, man, I cannot laugh 
at ought. It seems to make me sad tliat there is any tliat can 
make game on w-hat they’ve never knowed} as can make 
sucli laughable pictures on men whose very hearts within ’em 
are raw and sore as ours were, and are, God help us.” 

John Barton began to speak, and they turned to him with 
great attention. . , . 

“ You’ll wonder, chaps, how I came to miss the time this 
morning, I’ll just tell you what I was a-doing. Th’ chaplain 
at th* New Bailey sent and gived me an order to see Jonas 
Higginbotham; he was taken up last week for throwing 
vitriol in a knob-stick’s face. Well, I couldn’t help but go; 
and I didn’t reckon it would ha’ kept me so late. Jonas were 
like one crazy when I got to him; he said he could na’ get 
rest night or day, for the face o’ the poor fellow he had 
damaged; tlicn he thought on his weak, clemmed look, as 
he tramped, footsore, into town; and Jonas thought maybe, 
he had left them at home, as would look for news, and hope, 
and get none, but haply, tidings of his death. Well, Jonas had 
thought on these things till he could not rest, but walked up 
and down continually, like a wild beast in his cage. At last 
he bethought him on a way to help a bit, and he got th* 
chaplain to send for me; and he tolled me this; ... to get 
his silver watch, as was his mother’s and sell it as well as 
I could, and take the money, and bid the poor knob-stick 
send it to his friends beyond Burnley, and I were to take 
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him Jonas’ kind regards, and he humbly axed him to forgive 
him. 

“ So I did what Jonas wished. But bless your life, none of 
us would ever throw vitriol again (at least at a knob-stick) if 
they could see the sight I saw to-day. The man lay, his fecc 
all wrapped in cloths, so I didn’t see that-, but not a limb, 
nor a bit of a limb, could keep from quivering with pain. He 
would ha’ bitten his hand to keep down his moans, but 
couldn’t, his face hurt him so, if he moved it, e’er so little. 

. . . But what I’m more especial naming it now for is 
this . . . that I for one, ha’ seen enough of what comes 
of attacking knob-sticks, and I’ll ha’ nought to do with it 
no more.” 

^ There were some e.xpressions of disapprobation, but John 
did not mind them. 

. . . “ It’s the masters as has wrought this woe; jt’s the 
masters as should pay for it. Him as called me a coward just 
now can try if I am one or not. Set me to serve out the 
masters, and see if there’s ought I’ll stick at.” 

It Would give th’ masters a bit on a fright if one on them 
were beaten within an inch of his life,” said one. 

Ah! or beaten till no life were left in him,” growled 
another. 

And so with words, or looks that told more than words, 
t ey built up a deadly plan. Deeper and darker grew the 
Import of their speeches, as they stood hoarsely muttering their 
meting out, and glaring, with eyes that told of ±e terror 

eir own thoughts were to them, upon their neighbours. 
1 heir denched fists, their set teeth, their livid looks, all told 
t e su ering which their minds were voluntarily undergoing 
m the contemplation of crime, and in familiarising them- 
selves with Its details. 

Then came one of those fierce, terrible oaths which bind 
membeis of trades unions to any 'given purpose. Then, 
under the flaring gas-light, they met together to consult 
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further. With the distrust of guilt, each was suspicious of 
his neighbour; each dreaded the treachery of another, / 
number of pieces of paper (the identical letter on which tlr 
caricature had been drawn that very morning) were torn up 
and one was marked. Then all were folded up again, lookinj 
exactly alike. They were shuffled together in a hat. Tin 
gas was extinguished ; each drew out a paper. The gas 
relighted. Then each went as far as he could from hi 
fellows, and examined the paper he had drawn, wichou 
saying a word, and with a countenance as rigid and stony a 
he could make it. 

Then, still rigidly silent, they each took up their liats, an< 
went every one his own way. 

Trom ^^Mary Barton” 


A CURIOUS TRADE UNION 

BENJAMIN DISRAELI 

Winding through many obscure lanes, Mick and his frienc 
at lengtli turned into a passage which ended in a square couri 
of a not i nconsiderable size, and whidi was surrounded bj 
high buildings that had the appearance of warehouses. Enter- 
ing one of these, and taking up a dim lamp that was placer 
on the stone of an empty hearth, Devilsdust led his frienc 
through several unoccupied and unfurnished rooms until he 
came to one in which there were some signs of occupation. 

“ I must go,” said Devilsdust; ” and you must rest here 
till j^ou are sent for. Now mind, whatever is bid you, obey] 
and whatever you see, be quiet. There,” and Devilsdust, 
taking a flask out of his pocket, held it forth to his friend, 
“ give a good pull, man, I can’t leave it you, for though your 
heart must be warm, your head must be cool,” and so saying 
he vanished. 

Notwithstanding the animating draught, the heart ol 
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Mick Radk-y trcrnWcd. 'Fherc are «ome moments when 
the nen-ous svitcm defies even brand)’. Mick was on tiic 
eve of a great and solemn incident, round whicii for years 
his imagination had gathered and brooded. Often in that 
imagination he had conceived tiie scene, and successfully 
confronted its perils or its tri.als. Often had the occasion 
,.^been the drama of many a uiitmpii.anLJi;vciie, but die stern 
presence of reality had dispelled alt his fancy and all his 
courage. He recalled the warning of Julia, who had often 
dissuaded him from tlic impending step; that warning 
^ received with so much scorn and treated with so much 
' i£iit}'- i^gan to think that v.-omen were alwaj’s right; 
he even meditated over the possibility of a retrea t. He looked 
around him; the glimmering hamp scvrcely itidicatcd the 
outline of the obscure chamber. It was lofty, nor in the 
obscurity w.as it possible for the eve to reacli the ceiling, 
wJiich several huge beams scemeti to cross transversely, 
looming in the darkness, ^’here av.as apparentlv no window, 
and the door by which they had entered w.as not easily to be 
recognised, klick had just taken up the lamp and avas sur- 
a Cling his position, avhen a slight noise startled him, and 
looking round he beheld at some little distance tavo forms 
avhich he hoped avcrc human. 

Ena-eloped in dark claaks and avearing black masks, a 
coniml cap of the same colour adding to their considerable 

icight, each held a torch. They stood in silence, tavo aaa’ful 
sentries. 

Their appearance appalled, their stillness terrified Mick: 
he remained with his mouth open, and the lamp in his 
extended hand. At length, unable any longer to sustain the 
solemn mvstcry, and plucking up his natural audacit y, he 
exclaimed, I say, what do you want? — 

All was silent. 

th- much alarmed; “none of 

this sort of thing. I say, you must speak, though.” 
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The figures advanced ; they stuck their torclies in a nich e 
that was by; and then they placed each of them a hand on 
the shoulder of Mick. ^ 

“No, no; none of that,” said Mick, trying to disem -/ 
ba gass himself. 

But, notwithstanding this fresh appeal, one of the silent 
masks pinioned his arms; and in a moment the eyes of the 
helpless friend of Devilsdust were bandaged. 

Conducted by these guides, it seemed to Mick that he was 
traversing interminable rooms, or rather galleries, for once 
stretching out his arm, while one of his supporters had 
momentarily quitted him to open some gate, Mick touched 
a wall. At length one of the masks spoke and said, “ In five 
minutes you will be in the presence of tlie Seven : prepare.” 

At this moment rose the sound of distant voices singing in 
concert, and gradually increasing in volume as Mick and the 
masks advanced. One of these attendants now notifying to 
their charge that he must kneel down, Mick found that he 
rested on a cushion, while at the same time, his arms still 
being pinioned, he seemed to be left alone. 

The voices became louder and louder; Mick could' dis- 
tinguish the words and burthen of the hymn ; he was sensible 
that many people were entering the apartment; he could 
distinguish the measured tread of some solemn procession. 
Round the chamber, more than once they moved with slow 
and awful step. Suddenly that movement ceased ; there was 
a pause of a few minutes; at length a voice spoke. “I 
denounce John Briars.” 

“Why? ” said another. 

“ He offers to take nothing but piece-work; the man who 
does piece-work is guilty of less defensible conduct than a 
drunkard. The worst passions of our nature are enlisted in 
support of piece-work. Avarice, meanness, cunning, hypo- 
crisy, all excite and feed upon the miserable votary who works 
by the task and not by the hour. A man who earns by piece- 
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work forty shillings per week, the usual wages for day-work 
being twenty, robs his fellows of a week’s employment; 
therefore I denounce John Briars.” 

“ Let it go forth,” said the other voice; “John Briars is 
denounced. If he rcceiv'e another week’s wages by the piece, 
he shall not have the option of working the week after for 
time. No. 87, see to John Briars.” 

“ I denounce Claughton and Hicks,” said another voice. 
“Why?" 

They have removed Gregory Ray from being a super- 
intendent, because he belonged to this lodge.” 

Brethren, is it your pleasure that there shall be a turn- 
out for ten daj-s at Claughton and Hicks? ” 

“ It is our pleasure,” cried several voices. 

No. 34, give orders to-morrow that the works at 
Claughton and Hicks stop till further orders.” 

Brethren,” said another voice, “ I propose the expulsion 
from this Union of any member who shall be known to boast 
of his superior abi!it)% as to either tlie quantity or quality of 
the work he can do, either in public or private company. Is 
It your pleasure? ” ^ 

^'■<^fbren, said a voice that seemed a presiding one, 
before we proceed to the receipt of the revenue from the 
different districts of this lodge, there is, I am informed, a 
stranger present, who prays to be admitted into our fratemitv. 

mystic robe? are all masked in tlie secret 


“ All!” 

, . thereupon, after a movement 

uhich intimated that all present were kneeline, the presiding 
, offered up an extemporary prayer of power and even 
eloquence This was succeeded by the Hymn of Labour, and 

neophyte were unpinioned, 
and then his eyes were unbandaged. ^ 
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Mick found himself in a lofty and spacious room lighted 
with many tapers. Its walls were hung with black cloth j at 
a table covered with the same material, were seated seven 
persons in surplices and masked, the president on a loftier 
seat; above which, on a pedestal, was a skeleton complete. 
On each side of die skeleton was a man robed and masked, 
and holding a drawn sword ; and on each side of Mick was 
a man in the same garb holding a battleaxe. On the table 
was the sacred volume open, and at a distance, ranged in 
order on each side of the room, was a row of persons in white 
robes and white masks, and holding torches. 

“ Michael Radley,” said the President. “ I^»you volun- 
tarily swear in the presence of Almighty God and before 
these witnesses, that you will execute with -zeal and alacrity, 
so far as in you lies, every task and injunction that the 
majority of your brethren, testified by the mandate of this 
grand committee, shall impose upon you, in furtherance of 
our common welfare, of which they arc the sole judges; such 
as the chastisement of Nobs, the assassination of oppressive 
and tyrannical masters, or the demolition of all mills, works, 
and shops, that shall be deemed by us incorrigible ? Do you 
swear this in the presence of Almighty God, and before tliese 
witnesses ? ” 

“ I do swear it,” replied a tremulous voice. 

“ Then rise and kiss that book.” 

Mick slowly rose from his kneeling position, advanced 
with a trembling step, and bending, embraced with reverence 
the open volume. 

Immediately every one unmasked; Devilsdust came for- 
ward, and taking Mick by the hand, led him to the President, 
who received him pronouncing some mystic rhymes. He 
was covered with a robe, and presented witli a torch, and 
then ranged in order with his companions. Thus terminated 
the initiation of Dandy Mick into a trades union. 

From "Syii/” 



SCHOOLS 

A YOUNG LADY LEAVES SCHOOL 

W, M. THACKERAY 

W HILE the present century was in its teens, and 
on one sunshiny morning in June, there drove up 
to the great iron gate of Miss Pinkerton’s academy 
for young ladies, on Chiswick Adall, a large family coach, 
with two fat horses in blazing harness, driven by a fat coach- 
man in a three-cornered hat and wig, at the rate of four miles 
an hour, A black servant, who reposed on the box beside the 
fat coachman, uncurled his bandy legs as soon as the equipage 
drew up opposite Miss Pinkerton’s shining brass plate, and 
as he pulled the bell, at least a score of young heads were seen 
peering out of the narrow windows of the stately old house. 
Nay, the acute observer might have recognised the little red 
nose of good-natured Miss Jemima Pinkerton herself, rising 
over some geranium pots in the window of that lady’s own 
drawing-room. ^ 

“ c ^ c ** Sedley’s coach, sister,” said Miss Jemima. 

Sambo, the black servant, has just rung the bell; and the 
coachman has a new red waistcoat.” 

Have you completed all the necessary preparations in- 
cident to Miss Sedley’s departure. Miss Jemima?” asked 
Mi» Pinkerton herself, that majestic lady: the Semiramis 
of Hammersmith, the friend of Doctor Johnson, the corre- 
spondent of IVIrs Chapone herself. 

The girls were up at four this morning, packing her 
runks, sister, replied Miss Jemima; “ we have made her a 
bow-pot.” 

“Say a bouquet, sister Jemima, ’tis more genteel.” 

^ Well, a booky as big almost as a haystack. I have put 
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up two bottles of the gillyflower water for Mrs Scdlcy, and 
the receipt for making it, in Amelia’s box.” 

“ And I trust. Miss Jemima, you have made a copy of 
Miss Sedley’s account. Tins is it, is it ? Very good — ninct}’- 
threc pounds, four shillings. Be kind enough to address it to 
John Sedley, Esquire, and to seal this billet which I have 
written to his lady.” 

In Miss Jemima’s eyes, an autograph letter of her sister. 
Miss Pinkerton, was an object of as deep veneration as would 
have been a letter from a sovereign. Only when her pupils 
quitted the establishment, or when they were about to be 
married, and once, when poor Miss Birch died of the scarlet 
fever, was Miss Pinkerton known to write personally to the 
parents of her pupils; and it was Jemima’s opinion that if 
anything m/ 4 / console Mrs Birch for her daughter’s loss, it 
would be that pious and eloquent composition in whicli Miss 
Pinkerton announced the event. 

In the present instance Miss Pinkerton’s ‘ billet ’ was to 
the following effect: 

The Male, Chiswick, 

June 15, 18 — 

Madam, 

After her six yc.ars’ residence at the Mall, I liavc the honour 
and hapoiness of presenting Miss Ameh'a Scdlcy to her parents, 
as a young lady not unworthy to occupy a fitting position in their 
polished and refined circle. Those virtues which characterise the 
young English gentlewoman, those accomplishments which be- 
come her birtli and station, will not be found wanting in the 
amiable Miss Sedley, -whose industry and obedience have endeared 
her to her instructors, and whose delightful sweetness of temper 
has charmed her aged and her youthful companions. 

In music, in dancing, in orthography, in every variety of 
embroidery and ncedletvork, she will be found to have realised 
her friends’ fondest wishes. In geography there is sdll much to 
be desired; and a careful and undeviating use of the backboard, 
for four hours daily during the next three years, is recommended 
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as neccssarj' to the acquirement of that dignified deponr.er.t crj 
carriage, so requisite for ererj- young lady of fashion. 

In the principles of religion and moralitj-. Miss Sedlcy -n-ill be 
found worthy of an establishment tvhich has been honoured by- 
tnc presence of The Great Lexicographer, and the patronage of 
t.ie admirable Mrs Cljaponc. In leaving the Mall, Miss Amelia - 
carnes with her the hearts of her companions and the affectionate 
regards of her mistress, who has the honour to subscribe herself. 

Madam, 

Your most obliged humble senamt, 
Barbara Pinkertox 

j =‘^«™Fanies Ivliss Sedley. It is particu- 

lariy requested that Miss Sharp’s stay in Russell Square may not 
wc«d ten days. The famUy of distincrion uith whom she is en- 
gaged desire to avail themselves of her sen-ices as soon as possible. 

letter completed, Miss Pinkerton proceeded to write 

oTcriZn''”'.""'? fly-leaf ofn Johnson’s 

interesting work which she invariably pre- 

the cover scholnes on tlicir departure from the Mall. On 
ladv on n ^^°Py °f “ Lines addressed to a young 

the^lateTt'v Pinkerton’s school, at tlie Mail; by 

LexiconJnb Johnson.” In fact the 

w™® nS n ' alwaj-s on the lips of this majestic 

reputation and heTflnu^ 

species that'^hi^^^'*^ ^ young lady of sucli singular 

sS S her nil r'l T Pinktnon 

that pompoui old’£en-f oTaTvoir'"®!^"^'"^ 

and dance like a '^^^J^kjOraMrsBillington, 

beautifully and snell Parisot; and embroider 

such 
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Minerva herself down to the poor girl in the scullery and 
the one-eyed tart-woman’s daughter, who was permitted to 
vend her wares once a week to the young ladies in the Mall. 
She had twelve intimate and bosom friends out of the twenty- 
four young ladies. Even envious Miss Briggs never spoke ill 
of her; high and mighty Miss Saltire (Lord Dexter’s grand- 
daughter) allowed that her figure was genteel; and as for 
Miss Swartz, the rich woolly-haired mulatto from St Kitts, 
on the day Amelia went away she was in such a passion of 
tears, that they were obliged to send for Dr Floss, and half 
tipsify her with salvolatile. Miss Pinkerton’s attachment 
was, as may be supposed, from the high position and eminent 
virtues of that lady, calm and dignified; but Miss Jemima 
had already whimpered several times at the idea of Amelia’s 
departure; and, but for the fear of her sister, would have 
gone off in downright hysterics, like the heiress (who paid 
double) of St Kitts. Such luxury of grief, however, is only 
allowed to parlour-boarders. Honest Jemima had all the 
bills, and the washing, and the mending, and the puddings, 
and the plate and crockery, and the servants to superintend. 
But why speak about her? It is probable that we shall not 
hear of her again from this moment to the end of time, and 
that, when the great filigree iron gates are once closed on 
her, she and her awful sister will never issue therefrom into 
this little world of history. 

From "‘Vanity Fair" 


MONTEM 

BENJAMIN DISRAELI 

One need hardly remind the reader that this celebrated 
ceremony of which the origin is lost in obscurity and which 
now occurs triennially, is the tenure by which Eton College 
holds some of its domains; the waving of a flag by one of 
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its scholars on a mount near the village of Salt Hill, and to 
which without doubt it gives the name, since on this day 
every’ visitor to Eton, and every traveller in its vicinity, from 
the monarch to the peasant, are stopped on the road by 
youthful brigands in picturesque costume, and summoned to 
contribute “ salt,” in the shape of coin of the realm, to the 
purse collecting for the Captain of Eton, the senior scholar 
on the foundation, who is about to repair to King’s College, 
Cambridge. 


On this day', the Captain of Eton appears in a dress as 
martial as his title; indeed, eacli sixth-form boy’ represents in 
his uniform, though perhaps not according to the strict rules 
of the Horse Guards, an officer of the army. One is a 
tnarshal, another an ensign. There is a lieutenant too; and 
the remainder are sergeants. Each of those who are entrusted 
with th«e ephemeral commissions, has one or more attend- 
mts: the number of these vary’ing according to his rank. 
1 fiese Servitors are selected, according to the wishes of the 
several members of the sixth form, out of the ranks of the 
lower boys, that is, those who are below the fifth form; and 
these atte^ants are arrayed in a variety of fancy dresses, 
e senior Oppidan and the senior Colleger next to the 
Captains of those two divisions of the school, figure also in 
fancy costume and are called “Salt-bearers.” It is their 
usin^, togeffier with the twelve senior Collegers of the 
is ° ‘Runners,” and whose costume 

contHVi t' of the wearers, to levy the 

'he Oppidans of the fifth form, among 

iiSlv S ■*= » “Cepods” a,l 

rlpnr. f j ‘I'd niore lower boys, who are 

ucnominstccl Polcmpn Tint- • i* 

emen, but who appear in their ordinary 

w/nds!^ « the bells of Eton and 

moment s tnern y;^ every'body was astir, and every 

moment some gay equipage drove into the town. Gaily 
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clustering in the thronged precincts of the College might be 
observed many a glistening form; airy Greek, or sumptuous 
Ottoman, heroes of the Holy Sepulchre^ Spanish Hidalgos 
who had fought at Pavia, Highland Chiefs who had charged 
at Culloden, gay in the tartan of Prince Charlie. The Long 
Walk was full of busy groups in scarlet coats or fanciful 
uniforms; some in earnest conversation, some criticising the 
arriving guests; others encircling some magnificent hero, 
who astounded them with his slashed doublet or flowing 
plume. 

A knot of boys, sitting on the Long Walk wall, with their 
feet swinging in the air, watched the arriving guests of the 
Provost. 

“ I say, Townshend,” said one, “ there’s Grobbleton; he 
was a bully. I wonder if that’s his wife. Who’s this ? The 
Duke of Agincourt. He wasn’t an Eton fellow? Yes, he 
was. He was called Poictiers then. Oh! Ah! his name is 
in the upper school, very large, under Charles Fox. 1 say, 
Townshend, did you see Saville’s turban? What was it 
made of? He says his mother brought it from Grand Cairo. 
Didn’t he just look the Saracen’s Head! Here are some 
Dons. That’s Hallam! We’ll give him a cheer. I say, 
Townshend, look at this fellow. He does not think small 
beer of himself. I wonder who he is. The Duke of Wel- 
lington’s valet, come to say his master is engaged. Oh! by 
Jove, he heard you. I wonder if the Duke will come. 
Won’t we give him a cheer ! ” 

“ By Jove, who is this? ” exclaimed Townshend, and he 
jumped from the wall, and followed by his companions 
rushed towards the road. 

Two britskas, each drawn by four grey horses of mettle, 
and each accompanied by outriders as well mounted, were 
advancing at a rapid rate along the road that leads from 
Slough to the College, But they were destined to an irre- 
sistible check. About fifty yards before the gate that leads 
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into \V«ron'5 vard, s ruthicts- but jpktidid AlMiisan, in 
crim?on and gold embroidered jacket, anu snowy camese, 
<;'aned fo,n\-ard, and holdingoijt hi< siK-er-sbeathed yataghan, 
commanded the postilions to stop. A Peruvian Inca on the 
other side of the road pave .a simultaneous commamJ, anc 
would infallibly have rran-Rj.e'J the outridere with 
from his unerring bow, had they for .an instant hcsiux . 
The Albanian Chief then .advanced to the door ot tue 
ctrriage, which lie opened, and in .a tone of great raurtc^, 
announced that he was under the necesr-ity of troubling t . 
inmates for “salt.” There was no delay. T he Lord oi t c 
equipage, with the amiable condescension of a p-and rr.criarq^t 
e.vpresscd his hope that the collection would be an 
and, as an old Etonian, placed in the hands of the /alEtn.an 
his contribution, a magnificent purse furnished for tlic occa- 
sion and heavy with gold. 

“ Don’t be alarmed, ladies," said a very h.andtome young 
officer, laughing and taking offi his cocked liar. 

“ .Ah! ’’ caiclaimcd one of the ladies, turni.ng at the voice, 
and starting a little. Ah! it is Mr Coningsby.’*^ 

Lord Eskd-alc paid the salt for the next carriage. Dn 
they come down pretty stiff? ’’ he enquired, and then pulling 
forth a roll of banknotes from the pocket of his pea-jacket, 
he wished them good-morning. 

. . . Music sounded in the quadrangle of the College in 
which the boss were already quickly assembling. The Duke 
of AVclIington Iiad arrived, and the boys were cheering a hero 
who was also an Eton field-marshal. From an oriel wtndovv 
in one of the Provost’s rooms. Lord Monmouth, surrounded 
by eveiy circumstance that could make life delightful, 
watched with some intentness the scene in the quadrangle 
beneath. 

“I would give his fame,” said Lord Monmouth; “if I 
had it, and my wealth — to be sixteen.” 

Five hundred of the youth of England, sparkling with 
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health, high spirits, and fancy dresses, were now assembled 
in the quadrangle. They formed into rank, and headed by 
a band of the Guards, thrice they marched round the court. 
Then, quitting the College, they commenced their progress 
ad Montem. It was a brilliant spectacle to see them defiling 
through the Playing Fields; those bowery meads; the river 
sparkling in the sun ; the castled heights of Windsor; their 
glorious landscape; behind them the pinnacles of their 
College. 

The road from Eton to Salt Hill was clogged with car- 
riages ; the broad fields as far as eye could range were covered 
with human beings. Amid the burst of martial music and 
the shouts of the multitude the band of heroes, as if they 
were marching from Athens or Thebes or Sparta to some 
heroic deed, encircled the mount; the ensign reaches its 
summit, and then amid a deafening cry of “ Floreat Etona^' 
he unfurls and thrice waves the consecrated standard ! 

From '^Coningsby" 
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GEORGE ELIOT 

It was a sort of scene that Adam had beheld almost weekly 
for years; he knew by heart every arabesque flourish in the 
framed specimen of Bartle Massey’s handwriting which hung 
over the schoolmaster’s head, by way of keeping a lofty ideal 
before the minds of his pupils; he knew the backs of all the 
books on the shelf running along the whitewashed wall above 
the pegs for the slates; he knew exactly how many grains 
were gone out of the ear of Indian corn that hung from one 
of the rafters; he had long ago exhausted the resources of his 
imagination in trying to think how the bunch of leathery 
sea- weed had looked and grown in its native element; and 
from the place where he sat, he could make nothing of the 
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old map of England that hung against tlic opjjo'itc wall, for 
age had turned it of a fine yellow brown, something like that 
of a vs’ell-seasoned i nccr< ch.uint. The drama tliat was going 
on was almost as fimiliar ns the scene, nevcnhcicss habit had 
not made him indifFercnt to it, and even in his present self- 
absorbed mood Adam felt a momentary stirring of the old 
fellow-feeling, as he looked at the rough men painfully 
holding pen or pencil with their cramped iiands, or humbly 
labouring througii their reading lesson. 

The reading class now sc.atcd on the form in front of the 
schoolmaster’s desk consisted of the three most backward 
pupils. . . . 

“ N.ay, Bill, n.ay,” Bartle was saying in .a kind tone, as he 
nodded to Adam; “begin that again, and then perhaps it’ll . 
come to you what d, r, y, spells. It’s tlic same lesson you - 
read last week, )'ou know." 

“ Bill ’’ was a sttirdy fellow, aged four-and-twcnty, an 
c-vccllcnt stone-sawyer, who could get as good wages .is any 
m.in in the trade of his years; but he found a reading lesson 
in words of one syllabic a harder matter to deal with than tlic 
hardest stone he had ever h.id to saw. The letters, he com- 
plained, were so “ uncommon .ilike, there was no tcllin’ ’em 
one from another,” the sawyer’s business not being concerned 
with minute differences such as exist between a letter with 
ns tail turned up, and a letter with its tail turned down. 
But Bill had a firm dctcrniin.ition that he would learn to 
read, founded chiefly on two rc.isons; first, that Tom Haze- 
low, his cousin, could read anything “ right off,” whether 
It w.TS print or writing, and Tom had sent him a letter 
rorn twenty' miles off, s.iy’ing how he was prospering in the 
world, and had got an overlooker’s place; secondTy', that 
bam Phillips, who sawed with liim, had learned to read when 
he was turned twenty; and what could be done by a little 
e ow like Sam Phillips, Bill considered, could be done by 
himself, seeing that he could pound Sam Phillips into wet 
lAfi 
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clay if circumstances required it. So here he was, pointing 
his big finger towards three words at once, and turning his 
head on one side that he might keep better hold with his eye 
of the one word which was to be discriminated out of the 
group. The amount of knowledge Bartle^ Massey must 
possess was sometliing so dim and vast that Bill’s iraaginationj 
recoiled before it: he would hardly have ventured to deny that 
the schoolmaster might have something to do in bringing about 
the regular return of daylight and the changes in the weather. 

The man seated next to Bill was of a very different type : he 
was a Methodist brick-maker, who, after spending thirty years 
of his life in perfect satisfaction with his ignorance, had lately 
“ got religion,” and along with it the desire to read the Bible. 

. . . The third beginner was a much more promising 
pupil. He was a tall but thin and wiry man, nearly as old as. 
Brimstone [the Methodist], with a very pale face, and hands 
stained a deep blue. He was a dyer, who, in the course of 
dipping homespun wool and old women’s petticoats, had got 
fired with the ambition to learn a great deal more about the 
strange secrets of colour. He had already a high reputation 
in the district for his dyes, and he was bent on discovering 
some method by which he could reduce the expense of 
crimsons and scarlets. The druggist at Treddleston had 
given him a notion that he might save himself a great deal of 
labour and expense if he could learn to read, and so he had 
begun to give his spare hours to the night-school, resolving 
that his “ little chap ” should lose no time in coming to 
Mr Massey’s day-school as soon as he was old enough. 

It was touching to see these three big men, with the marks 
of their hard labour about them, anxiously bending over the 
worn books, and painfully making out " The grass is green,” 
“The sticks are dry,” “The corn is ripe” — a very hard 
lesson to pass to after columns of single words all alike except 
in the first letter. It was almost as if three rough animals 
were making humble efforts to learn how they might become 

H7 



NINETEENTH-CENTURY LIFE 

human. And it touched the tenderest fibre in Bartle Massey’s 
nature, for such full-grown children as these were the only 
pupils for whom he had no severe epithets, and no impatient 
tones. He was not gifted with an imperturbable temper, and 
on music-nights it was apparent that patience could never be 
an easy virtue to him ; but this evening, as he glances over his 
spectacles at Bill Downes, the sawyer, who is turning his 
head on one side with a desperate sense of blankness before 
the letters </, r, y, his eyes shed their mildest and most 
encouraging light. 

^ After the reading class, two youths, between sixteen and 
nineteen, came up with imaginary bills of parcels which they 
had been writing out on their slates, and were now required 
to calculate ‘ off-hand ’ — a test which they stood with such 
imperfect success that Bartle A'lassey, whose eyes had been 
glaring at them ominously through his spectacles for some 
minutes, at length burst out in a bitter, high-pitched tone, 
pausing between every sentence to rap the floor with a 
knobbed stick which rested between his legs. 

Now, you sec, you don’t do this thing a bit better than 
^u did a fortnight ago 3 and I’ll tell you what’s the reason. 
You w.ant to learn accounts; that’s well and good. But you 
think all you need do to learn accounts is to come to me and 
do sums for an hour or so, uvo or three times a week; and 
no sooner do you get your caps on and turn out of doors 
again, man you siyeep the whole thing clean out of your 
min . You go whistling about and take no more care what 
thinking of than if your heads were gutters for any 
rubbish to swill through that happened to be in the way; 
an 1 you get a good notion in ’em it’s pretty soon washed 
out again. You think knowledge is to be got cheap — you’ll 
corne an pay Bartle Massey sixpence a week, and he’ll 
ma e you clever at figures without your taking any trouble, 
u ' ow edge isn t to be got with paying sixpence, let me 
e you . if you re to know figures, you must turn ’em over 
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in your own heads, and keep your thoughts fixed on ’em. 
There’s nothing you can’t turn into a sum, for there’s 
nothing but what’s got number in it — even a fool. You may 
say to yourselves, ‘ I’m one fool, and Jack’s another; if my 
fool’s head weighed four pound, and Jack’s three pound 
three ounces and three-quarters, how many pennyweights 
heavier would my head be than Jack’s? ’ A man that’s got 
his heart in learning figures would make sums for himself 
and work ’em in his head: when he sat at his shoemaking, 
he’d count his stitclies by fives, and then put a price on his 
stitches, say half a farthing, and then see how much money 
he could get in an hour; and then ask himself how much 
money he’d get in a day at that rate ; and then how much 
ten workmen would get working three or twenty or a hun- 
dred years at that rate — and all the while his needle would 
be going just as fast as if he’d left his head empty for the devil 
to dance in. But the long and short of it is — I’ll have no one 
in my night-school that doesn’t strive to learn what he comes 
to learn, as hard as if he was striving to get out of a dark hole 
into broad daylight. I’ll send no man away because he’s 
stupid: if Billy Taft, the idiot, wanted to learn anything, 
I’d not refuse to teach him. But I’ll not throw away good 
knowledge on people who think they can get it by the 
sixpenn’orth, and carry it away with ’em as they would an 
ounce of snuff. So never come to me again, if you can’t show 
that you’ve been working with your own heads, instead of 
thinking you can pay for mine to work for you. That’s the 
last word I’ve got to say to you.” 

With this final sentence, Battle Massey gave a sharper 
rap than ever witli his knobbed stick, and the discomfited lads 
got up to go with a sulky look. The other pupils had happily 
only their writing books to show, in various stages of progress 
from pot-hooks to round text; and mere pen-strokes, how- 
ever perverse, were less exasperating to Battle than false 
arithmetic. He was a little more severe than usual on Jacob 
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Storey’s s’s, of which poor Jacob had writtwi a paccful, ail 
with their tops turned the w*ronct w.vVi teith a ptwaled sense 
that they w'ere not right “jotncJtow.” Hut he oVserved in 
apology, that it was a letter t'oti never wanted hardly, and 
he thought it had only been put tlierc “ to finish off th’ 
alphabet, lihe, though ampus-and (Atj wevuid ha’ done as 
well, for what he could rec.” 

K L.st the pupils had all taken their Jiats and said their 
Good-nights, and Adam, knowlnc his old master’s habits, 
rose and said, " Shall 1 put the candle's out, Mr Mrv;ey ? ” 

f/r-r “./Aa'S JUJf” 


LOWOOD SCHOOL 

CHARLOTTE fJEOXTE 

Miss Millfr was ruddy in complcaion, though of a care- 
Muntenance; hurried in gait and action, like one who 
Jiad alwap a multiphcnTSTfeTs ■ on ■ hdiicl ; she looked, 
ndeed, what I after«-ards found she really was, an i.ndcr- 
cac er. Led by her, I passed from compartment to com- 
partment, from passage to of a large and irregular 

building; till, emerging from the total and somewhat d'iear>' 
silence of that ponion of the b.ousc we had travx-rsed, we 

TveldeT” o'^many voic«, and prcsentlv entered 

L ^eh great deni tables, two at inch end. 

Zelr, of girls of ever}- age, from 

dicirruiber , I'gbt of die dips, 

cvcccdintr rlnl ? ^‘•'C'ried countless, though not in reality 
«uSroric C uniformly dressed in brown 

.hdr jg ™d’i"L“¥ "hSTSi:: 

I combined result of their whispered repetitions 
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Miss j^Iiller sijiued to ntc to sit ott a bench near the «?or*r, 
then walking up to the top of the long roon\ she cried out; 

“ Monitors, collect the lesson-hooks attd pm them owity! " 

Four Kill girl? arose from different table?, and goinn round, 
gathered the boofo and removed them, I'kliss Milkr again 
gave the vvord of command: 

“Monitors, fctdi the supper-rntn ! " 

The tail girls went out and retutned prc'^ntly, rad; 
bearing a tray, with jwrtions of something, I kftew not tuhat, 
arranged thereon, and a pitcher of w^atcr and a mug it) the 
middle of cadi tray, 'hhe portions were handed round ; thtJif 
who liked took a draught of the water, the mug being 
common to all. When it came to my turn, I dratik, for 
I was tliirsty, but did not touch the food, eaxiiement and 
fatigue rendering me incapable of eating: I now taw, how- 
ever, that it was a thin oaten cake shared into fragments. 

Tile meal over, prayers were read by Mis? hlillcr, and 
the ckisses filed off, tv/o and two, upstairs. Overpowered by 
this time with weariness, I scarcely noticed what tort of a 
place the bedroom wets, except that, like the schoolroom, 
I saw it was ver)- long. To-night I w.as to be Miss Miller's 
bedfellow; she helped me to undress. When l,aitl down 
I glanced at the long rows of l>cds, each of w'hidi was (juickly 
filled with two occupants; in ten minutes tlic single light 
wa.s e.xtinguished, and amidst silence and complete darknt^ 
I fell asleep. 

The night p.assed rapidly; I was too tired even to dream; 
I only once awoke to hear the wind nvve in furious gusts, 
and the rain fall in torrents, .and to be sensible that b'lifs 
Miller had taken her place by my side, Wlicn I again 
unclosed my eyes, a loud bcl! was ringing; the girls were up 
and dressing; day had not yet begun to dawn, and a rusli- 
light or two burned in the room. 1 too nsse reluct antly ; it 
was bitter cold, and I dressed as well as I could for shivering, 
and w.ashcd when there was a basin at liberty, which did 



KIN ETEEKTH-CEKTURY L I F E 


not occur t-oou, a?; there w.'.^ hut one bi'in to six girls, on the 
stands dowji the middle of the room. Aptio the bell rang: all 
formed in file, two .and two, and in that order descended the 
stairs and entered tlie cold and di.mly lit schoolrtxnn. Here 
prayers tvcrc rc,id by .Miss Miller; afterwards she called out: 

“ Form d.isics! " ' 

A great tumult succeeded for some minutes, during which 
Miss Miller repeatedly c.xclaimcd, “ Silence* " and " Order!" 
M hen it subsided, 1 s.aw them all drawn up In four setni- 
circles,_ before four diairs, pl.accd at the four tables; all held 
boo« It) their hands, .and a great Ixsok, like a Bible, l.av on 
cad) table, before the sacant seat. A pause of some seconds 
sutxe^Jcd, filled up by the low, \-aguc hum of numbers: 

Miller w.alkcd from class to civs, hushing this indefinite 
sound. 


A distant bell tinkled; immediately three ladies entered 
the room, cadi walked to a table and took her scat; Miss 
iMiilcr assumed tlic fourth saicant ch.air, wliich' was that 
nearest the door, and around which the smallest of the 
children were Msemblcd: to this inferior class I was called, 
and placed at the bottom of it. 

began; the day's Collect was repeated, then 
1 nrnfmrT'i ” were iuiid, and to these succeeded 

R chapters of the Bible, svhich lasted 

fiilh' fiiTO ^ exercise w.as terminated, d.ay had 

''uie^tie^c bdl now sounded for the 
another room f*^ were marsh.illcd and marched into 

prSDt-tofr,,-°'„^''“^u?'- I f'’ behold a 

from inanitini ®°"’cthing to cat 1 I was now nearly sick 
’ I’cfore. 

two lone tihl^^c ' j^*^*^*’ low-ccilcd, gloomy- room. On 
ever to^mr file b.asins of something hot, whidi how- 

I sawa univet^T*^^’ odour far from inviting. 

oS rcnalt of discontent when the fumes 

® c»f those destined to s\s-al!ow it; 
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from the van of the procession, the taU girls of the first class 
rose tlic whispered words: 

“ Disguslingl The porridge is Inirm again! ’* 

“Silence!” ejaculated a voice, not that of Miss Mitler 
but one of the upper teachers, a little and dark personage, 
smartly dressed, and of somewhat morose aspect, who installcC 
licrsdf at the top of one table, while a more buxom lady pre- 
sided at the Ollier. . . . Miss Miller occupied the foot ol 
the table wlicre I sat, and a strange, foreign-looking, cldcrlj 
lady, the French teacher as I .afterwards found, took the 
corresponding scat at the other board, A long grace wm 
said and a hymn sung; then a servant brought in some t« 
for the tcadiers, and the meal began. 

Ravenous, and now very faint, I devoured a sjmonfuf 
two of my portion without tiiinking of its taste; but the first 
edge of hunger blunted, I perceived 1 had got in hand a 
nauseous mess : burnt porridge is almost .as bad as rotten 
potatoes; famine itself soon sickens over it, 7'lic spoons 
were moved slowly: I saw each girl taste her food and try to 
swallow it; but in each ease the effort teas soon relinquished. 
Breakfast w.as over, and none had breakfasted. Thanks being 
returned for what we had not got, and a second hymn 
chanted, the refectory was cv.acuatcd for the schoolroom. I 
was one of the last to go out, and in passing the tables, I saw 
one teacher take one of the basins of porridge and taste it; 
she looked at the others; all their countenances expressed 
displeasure; and one of them, the stout one, whispered; 

“ Abominable stuff! How shameful!” 

A quarter of an hour passed before lessons began, during 
which the sdioolroom w-as in a glorious tumult; for that 
space of time it seemed to be permitted to talk loud and more 
freely, and they used their privilege. The wliolc conversa- 
tion ran on the breakfast, whidi one and all abused roundly. 
Poor things! it w.^ the sole consolation they had. Miss 
Miller was now tiie only teacher in the room; a group of 
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great girls standing around her spoke with sullen and serious 

dock in tlie schoolroorti struck nine; Miss Miller left 
the cirde, and standing in the middle of the room, cried: 
“Silence! To your feats! *’ , i i 

Discipline prevailed: in five minutes the confused tliro..^ 
was resolved into order, and comparative silence qudicd t jc 
Babel damourof tongues, 'rheopperie-ichers iiow punctua-.y 
resumed their posts; but still all seemed to wait. Kanget oi. 
benches down the sides of the room, the eighty girU 
motionless and erect; a quaint .assembl.igc they t'PP"^''^; ^ 
with plain locks combed from their faces, not a curl \isiD.c, 
in brown drcs,-es, made high and surrounded by a 
tucker about the throat, with little pockets of holland (sha-pM 
something like a Highlander’s purse) tied in front of theii 
frocks, and destined to serve the purpose of a work-bag; dl, 
too, wearing woollen stockings and country-made shoes, 
fastened with brass buckles. About tw enty of those dad in 
this costume were full-grown girls, or rather young womcn> 
it suited them ill, and gave an air of oddity even to the pretties-. 

... As my eye wandered from f.icc to face, the whole 
school rose simultaneously, as if moved by a common spnng. 

. . . Ere I had gathered my wits, the ckasscs were again 
seated; but as all eyes were now turned to one point, mine 
followed the general direction, and encountered the pcrson.aCC 
svho had received me hast night. She stood at tlie bottom ot 
the long room, on the hearth ; for there w.as a fire at each end: 
she sun'cyed the two rows of girls silently and gravely. 
Miller, approaching, seemed to ask her a question, and having 
received her answer, went back to her place, and said aloud: 

“ Monitor of the first class, fetch the globes! ” 

While the direction ssv.s being executed, the lady consults 
moved slowly up die room. I suppose I have a considerable 
organ of veneration, for I retain yet the sense of admiring 
awe with svhich my eye traced her steps. Seen now, in broad 
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daylight, she looked tall, fair, and shapely; brown eyes with 
a IjerugriaatJight in their irids, and a fine pencilling of long^rt. 
lashes round, relieved the whiteness of her large front; on'^e 
each of her temples, her hair of a very dark brown, was clus- 
tered in round curls, according to the fashion of those times, 
when neither smooth bands nor long ringlets were in vogue; 
her dress, also in the mode of the day, was of purple cloth, 
relieved by a sort of Spanish trimming of black velvet; a gold 
watch (watches were not so common then as now) shone at 
her girdle. . . . 

The superintendent of Lowood (for such was this lady), 
having-taken her seat before a pair of globes placed on one 
of the tables, summoned the first class round her, and com- 
menced giving a lesson in geography. The lower classes 
were called by the teachers: repetitions in history, grammar, 
etc., went on for an hour; writing and arithmetic succeeded ; 
and music lessons were given by Miss Temple to some of the 
elder girls. The duration of each lesson was measured by the 
clock, which at last struck twelve. The superintendent rose : 

“ I have a word to address to the pupils,” said she. 

The tumult of cessation from lessons was already breaking 
forth, but it sank at her voice. She went on; 

“ You had this morning a breakfast which you could not 
eat; you must be hungry: I have ordered that a lunch of 
.bread and cheese shall be served to all.” 

The teachers looked at her with a sort of surprise. 

“ It is to be done on my responsibility,” she added, in an 
explanatory tone to them, and immediately afterwards left 
the room. 

^ The bread and cheese were presently brought in and 
distributed, to the high delight and refreshment of the whole 
school. Theorder was now given, “To the garden I ” Each 
put on a coarse straw bonnet, with strings of coloured calico, 
and a doak of grey frieze. I was similarly equipped, and, 
following the stream, 1 made my way into the open air. 
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The garden was a wide enclosure, surrounded with walls 
so high as to exclude every glimpse of prospect;^ a 
verandah ran down one side, and broad walks jordered a 
middle space, divided into scores of little beds: tlicse beds 
were assigned as gardens for the pupils to cultirate, and each 
bed had an owner. When full of flowers, they would doubt- 
less look pretty; but, now, at the latter end of January, all 
was wintrj' blight and brown decay. I shuddered as I stood 
and looked round me. It was an inclement day for outd^r 
exercise; not positively rainy, but darkened by a drizzling 
yellow fog; all underfoot was still soaking wet with the 
floods of yesterday. The stronger among the girls ran about 
and engaged in active games, but sundry pale and thin ones 
herded together for shelter and warmtli in the verandah; 
and among these, as the dense mist penetrated to their 
shivering frames, I heard frequently the sound of a hollow 
cough. 

... I looked round the convent-like garden, and then up 
at the house — a large building, half of which seemed grey 
and old, the other half quite new. The new part, containing 
the school-room and dormitory, was lit by mullioned and 
latticed windows, which gave it a cliurch-like aspect; a stone 
tablet over the door bore this inscription : 

LOWOOD INSTITUTION 

THIS PORTION WAS REBUILT A.D. , BT NAOMI BROCKLEHURST, 

OF BROCKLEHURST HALL, IN THIS COUNTY. 

Let your light so shine before men that they may see your good 
works, and glorify your Father which is in heaven. 

St Matt., V, l6 

. . . “ Can you tell me what the writing on that stone 
over the door means? What is Lowood Institution? ” 

“ This house where you are come to live.” 

And why do they call it Institution? Is it in any way 
different from other schools? ” 
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“ It is partly a charity-school: you and I, and all the rest 
of us, are charity-children.” ... 

“ Do we pay no money ? Do they keep us for nothing ? ” 

“ We pay, or our friends pay, fifteen pounds a year foreach.” 

” Then why do they call us charity-children ? ” 

“ Because fifteen pounds is not enough for board and 
teaching, and the deficiency is supplied by subscription.” 

“ Who subscribes ? ” 

” Different benevolent-minded ladies and gentlemen in 
this neighbourhood and in London.” 

“Who was Naomi Brocklehurst? ” 

“ The lady who built the new part of this house, as that 
tablet records, and whose son overlooks and directs everything 
here.” . , , 

But at that moment the summons sounded for dinner*, all 
re-entered the house. The odour which now filled the 
refectory was scarcely more appetising than that which had 
regaled our nostrils at breakfast: the dinner was served in 
two huge tin-plated vessels, whence rose a strong steam 
redolent of rancid fat. I found the mess to consist of indiffer- 
ent potatoes and strange shreds of rusty meat, mixed and 
cooked together. Of this preparation a tolerably abundant 
plateful was apportioned to each pupil. I ate what I could, 
and wondered within myself whether every day’s fare would 
be like this. 

After dinner, we immediately adjourned to the school- 
room; lessons recommenced, and were continued till five 
o’clock. . . . Soon after 5 p.m. we had another meal, con- 
sisting of a small mug of coffee, and half a slice of brown 
bread. I devoured my bread and drank my coffee with 
relish, but I should have been glad of as much more — I was 
still hungry. Half an hour’s recreation succeeded, then 
study; then the glass of water and the piece of oat-cake, 
pra3*et^, and bed. Such was my first day at Lowood. 

From “ Jane Eyre” 
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A STRAWBERRY PARTY 

JA>:t AfSTFN- 

I T was now (he middle of June, and the weather finr; 

and Mrs Eitoii was growing impatienc to name the diy 
I [^°r a picnic to Box Mtllj, and settle ssdth Mr Weston as 
lo'^ pigcon-pics _a n.d_cold inmh. svhen a lame carriage horse 
threw everything into sad uncertainty- It might be weeks, 
it might be only a few daj-s, I'cfnre the liorsc was usable! but 
no preparations could be ventured on. and it was all tticlais- 
choly stagnation. Mrs Elton’s resources were inadecju.atc to 
such an attack. 

sO, ‘ Is not this most ' cwnhyis, Knighticy r ” she cried} “and 
Such weather for exploring! 'riicse delavs and di •■appoint- 
ments arc ejuite odious. What arc wc to do? The vear will 
wear away at this rate, and notliing done. Before this time 
last year, I .assure you, we b.ad a dcliglitful exploring party 
from Maple Grove to King’s Weston.’’ 
r- . ^ better c.vplorc to Don well,” replied Mr, 

Knighticy. ‘ 1 hat m.ay l>e done without horses. Come and 
cat my strawberries; they arc ripening fast.’’ 

If Mr Knighticy did not begin seriously, he was obliged 
to proved so, for Ids proposal w.as caught at with delicht, and 
' j u ' • * till things,” W.-IS not plainer in 

words than in manner. Dcnwell was fimous for its straw- 
erry beds, which seemed a plea for tlie invitation. But no 
p ca was n^ecKsary: cabbage beds would have been enough 
to tempt the lady, who only wanted to be going somewhere, 
bhe promised him again and .again to come— much oftener 
than he doubted— and was extremely gratified by sucli a 
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proof of intimriC)', such a dhtiiiguMiirjg cojnpSifncn?, as she 
chose to consider ti. 

“ You maj tiq>cnrf ii{K>n rnc,” said shej “ I wii! certaisdy 
come. N-amc your da)', and I tvill co.mc. Voii w it! .-iHou' me 
to bring Jane F.airfaxf " 

** I cannot name a dav," raid he, “ fill I have sfK>kcft ra 
some others, whom I would wish to meet vou,” 

“Oh, leave all fh.at to me; only give me a a:r.'r Umteht. 
I am lady jvitroncss, you know. It h nty party, I will bring 
friends with me." 

“I hope you wilt bring Elton,” ni<i be, “hut 1 ’.vill tsot 
trouble you to give any other invit.ation^.’' 

“Oh, now you are looking very sly; hut. consider, you 
need not be afraid of delegating {x<wcr to me. 1 am no young 
].ady on her preferment. Marrictl women, you know, m.ay 
be safely autlioriacd. It is njy party. Lc-avc it all to me. 
I vWH invite your guests." 

“ No,” he calmly replied, “ there is hut one m.nrried 
woman in the world whom I c.if» ever allow to invite what 
guests she pleases to Donwell, and that one is *' 

“Mrs Weston, I suppose,” interniptcd .Mrs Elton, mthcr 
mortified. 

“No~Mrs Kniglitlcy; .and til! she is in being, 1 will 
manage sucJi matters myself.” 

“Ah, you arc .an odd crc.atu.T! ” she cried, s.irisficd to 
have no one preferred to herself. “ 'i'ou arc .a humourist, 
and may say v/hat you like— -<juitc .a liumourist. Well, I 
rhali bring Jane witii me — J.anc and her aunt. 'I’bc rest 
I leave to you. I liave no objections at all to meeting t)jc 
Hartficld family. Don’t scruple; 1 know you arc attached 
to them." 

“You certainly will meet them, if I cm prevail; and 1 
shall call on Miss Bates on wy way home.” 

“That is quite unneecss-ary; I see Jane every day. But 
as you like. It is to be a simple morning scheme, you know, 
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KiiipEtlcy, — n simple thiti". 1 ‘^hal! wc-ir a Urpc 
Ivoniit;, aju! ('Hd;; one of my little las Vets, on mj 

arm. Here — prolaWy this bastet with pink ribbon. Xoibi:'.; 
cm be more snnple, you itrr. Anti Jarm 'ai'll have j';ca 
another. ^ I here is to be no form or p.'.miic — sort ofyipsy 
p.vrty. \\ e .arc to ssailk nlmut your t:-iri!riis, arid pttheritrssv- 
berries ourselves, and sit under trees; and svlutcver eRe ywi 
like to provide, it is to be all isut of dtxjrs — a t.ablc spread in 
tltc shade, you know— csetyttiing as tnatiirsl aiid simple ss 
posdble. fs tiot tliat yosir ide.at ” 

Not quite. My idea of tlic stniple .and n.at«r3l will bt 
to have the table spread in the dining-rwm. 'Flic nature atiJ 
simplicity of gentlemen and ladies witli their setrants ar.d 
mrniturc I think is best obsened by me.als within doors. 

hen you are tired of eating str.vw!\:rfies in the taidcn, 
there shal! be cold meat in the house.” 

^\c!l, .ns you ple.nse; only don’t have .n great set-out. 


----- or lo inspcci anvt 

« w’’ n V'”'.''"-' »' J y°“-’ 

c , but if any difTicultics should arise, my housekeeper 

IS extremely clever.” ’ 

^ "’'li 't mine thinks herself full as clever, 

and would spurn anybody’s assist.nncc.” 

-til fn "'ll bad a donkey. The thing would be for us 
f^rra — ^Jane, Mbs Bates, and me, and my 

chasirfo n'dn^ I- r' " ^ abnat pur- 

of nnr-^ ' • . 1 ^ country life I conceive it to be a sort 

it is nnTn^ f "’Oman have ever so many resources, 

vert^onr f ^ '=>'ut up at home; and 

in rrintef timrcTsSrl’’""”^^^ 

burv^nJ''^\l'T between Don well and High- 

bury. Donwell Lane is never dusty, and now it is perfectly 
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Kmtm and llarric: prof-rs'-cd very prea? cap’-efation-i ct 
pleasure from it; and Mr U'eston, uria4;ed, promised to p: 
Frank over to join them if f'oi'iblc— -a proof of approEvien 
and gratitude which could have I'cen di'peneed with. 
Eniphtley was ilien oWiped to $.iy tliat he should ly; pEd to 
sec him; .and .Mr Werton enpaped to Icrse no time in wrtrirp. 
and sp.vre no .arguments to induce him to come. 

In the rr.e.intime the lame horse recovered fo fast that the 
party to Box Hill usas cp.rin under h.vppy considen'-tion; and 
at last Doriwell was settled for one day, and Box Hill for the 
next, the weather appearing eacactly right. 

Under a bright midd.vy sun, at almost midsummer, Mf 
\Voodliouse teas safely conveyed itt his carriage, with one 
•.sdndow down, to partake of this a/ frti:o parry; .and in one' 
of the most comfort.ahlc rooms in the .Abbey, especially 
prepared for him by a fire all the morning, he v.'as happsh' 
placed, tjuitc at his case, ready to t,alk with pleasure of what ■ 
had been adiievcd, and ads’ise cvcr)'body to co.me and rii 
down, and not to hc.at themselves, Mrs Weston, who 
seemed to have walked there on purpose to be tired, and sst 
all the time with him, remained, when all the others sverc 
invited or persu-aded out, his patient listener and svmpafhize.s. 

It was so long since Emma had been at the Abbey, that as 
soon as she was satisfied of her father’s comfort, she was glad 
to leave him, and look around her — eager to refresh and 
correct her memory with more particular observation, mote 
exact understanding of a house and grounds that must ever 
be so interesting to her and .all her family. 

She felt all the honest pride and cotnpl.acency which her 
alliance with the present and future proprietor could fairly 
warrant, as she viewed tlie respectable siae and style of the 
building — its suitable, becoming, cliaractcristic situation, low 
and sheltered; its ample garden, strctcliing down toaine.adow 
washed by a stream, of which the Abbey, with all the old 
neglect of prospect, had scarcely a sight, and its abundance of 
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timber, in rows and avenues, which neither fashion, nor 
extraA'agance, had rooted up. The house was larger than 
Hartiield, and totally unlike it, covering a good deal of 
ground, rambling and irregular, with many comfortable, and 
one or two handsome rooms. It was just what it ought to 
be, and it looked what it wasj and Emma felt an increasing 
r^ect for it, as the residence of a family of such true gen- 
tility, untainted in blood and in understanding. 

Some faults of temper John Knightley had, but Isabella 
had connected herself une.xceptionably. She had given them 
neither men, nor names, nor places that could raise a blush. 
These were pleasant feelings, and she walked about and 
indulged them till it was necessary to do as the others did, 
and collect round the strawberry beds. The whole party 
were assembled, except Frank Churchill, who was expected 
every moment from Richmond; and Mrs Elton, in all her 
apparatus of happiness, her large bonnet and her basket, was 
very ready to lead the way, in gathering, accepting, or talking. 
Strawberries, and only strawberries, could now be thought 
or spoken of. 

“The best fruit in England — everybody’s favourite — 
always wholesome. These the finest beds and finest sorts. 
Delightful to gather for oneself — the only w'ay of really 
enjoying them. Morning decidedly the best time — never 
tired — every sort good — hautboy infinitely superior — no 
comparison — the others hardly eatable — hautboys very 
scarce — Chile preferred — white wood finest flavour of all — 
price of strawberries in London — abundance about Bristol 
— Maple Grove — cultivation — beds when to be renewed — 
gardeners thinking ex'actly different — no general rule — 
gardeners never to be put out of their way — delicious fruit 
— only too rich to be eaten much of — inferior to cherries — 
currants more refreshing — only objection to gathering 
strawberries the stooping — glaring sun — tired to death — 
could bear it no longer — ^must go and sit in the shade.” 
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Sucli, for half an hour was the conversation, interrupted 
only once by Mrs Weston, who came out, in her solicitude 
after her son-in-law, to inquire if he were come. And she 
was a little uneasy. She had some fears of his horse. 

Seats tolerably in the shade were found ; .and now Emma 
was obliged to overhear what A'Irs Elton and Jane Fairfax 
were talking of. A situation, a most desirable situation was 
in question. Mrs Elton had received notice of it only Aat 
morning, and was in raptures. It was not with Mrs Suckling, 
it was not with Mrs Braggc, but in felicity and splendour it 
fell short only of them ; it avas with a cousin of Mrs Bragge, 
an acquaintance of Mrs Suckling, a lady known at Maple 
Grove. Delightful, charming, superior, first circles, spheres, 
lines, ranks, everything; and Mrs Elton was wild to have 
the offer closed with immediately. On her side all vi'as 
warmth, energy, and triumph; and she positively refused to 
take her friend’s negative, though Miss F.airfax' continued to 
assure her that she would not at present engage in anything 
— repeating the same motives that she had been heard to 
urge before. Still Mrs Elton insisted on being authorized to 
write an acquiescence by the morning’s post. Ho«’ Jane 
could bear it at all was astonishing to Emma. She did look 
vexed; she did speak pointedly; and at last, with a decision 
of action unusual to her, proposed a removal. “ Should not 
they walk? Would not Mr Knightley show them the 
gardens — all the gardens? She wished to sec the whole 
extent.” The pertinacity of her friend seemed more than 
she could bear. 

It was hot, and after walking some time over the gardens 
in a scattered, dispersed way, scarcely any three together, 
they insensibly followed one another to tlie delicious shade 
of a broad short avenue of limes, which, stretching beyond 
the garden at an equal distance from the river, seemed the 
finish of the pleasure grounds. It led to nothing — nothing 
but a view at the end over a low stone wall with high pillars, 
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which seemed intended in their erection, to give the appear- 
ance of an approach to the house, which never had been 
there. Disputable, however, as might be the taste of sucli a 
termination, it was in itself a diarming walk, and the view 
which .closed it extremely pretty. The considerable slope, at 
nearly the foot of which the Abbey stood, gradually acquired 
a steeper form beyond its grounds; and, at half a mile distant 
was a bank of considerable abruptness and grandeur, well 
clothed with wood ; and at the bottom of this bank, favour- 
ably placed and sheltered, rose the Abbey Mill Farm, with 
meadows in front, and the river making a close and handsome 
curve around it. 

It was a sweet view — sweet to the eye and the mind: 
English verdure, English culture, English comfort, seen 
under a sun bright without being oppressive. 

From “Emma " 


AN EVENING PARTY AT CRANFORD 

E. C. GASKELL 

Card-tables, with green-baize tops, were set out by day- 
light, just as usual; it was the third week in November, so 
the evenings closed in about four. Candles and clean packs 
of cards were arranged on each table. The lire u'as made 
up; the neat maid-servant had received her last directions; 
and there we stood, dressed in our best, each with a candle- 
lighter in her hands, ready to dart at the candles as soon as 
the first knock came. Parties in Cranford were solemn 
festivities, making the ladies feel gravely elated as they sat 
together in their best dresses. As soon as three had arrived, 
we sat down to “ Preference,” I being the unlucky fourth. 
Tile next four comers were put down immediately to another 
table; and presently the tea-trays, which I had seen set out 
in the storeroom as I passed in the morning, were placed each 
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on the middle of a card-table. Tlie china was delicate egg- 
shell! the old-fashioned silver glittered with polishing; but 
the eatables were of the slightest description. While the 
trays were yet on the tables. Captain and the Miss Browns 
came in; and I could see that, somehow or other, the 
Captain was a favourite with all the ladies present. Ruffled 
brows were smoothed, sharp voices lowered at his approacli. 
Miss Brown looked ill, and depressed almost to gloom. Miss 
Jessie smiled as usual, and seemed nearly as popular as her 
father. He immediately and quietly assumed the man’s place 
in the room; attended to every one’s wants, lessened the 
pigmy servant-maid’s labour by waiting on empty cups and 
bread-and-butterless ladies; and yet did it all in so easy and 
dignified a manner, and so much as if it were a matter of 
course for the strong to attend to the weak, that he was a 
true man throughout. He played for threepenny points 
with as grave an interest as if they had been pounds; and yet, 
in all his attentions to strangers, he had an eye on his suffering 
daughter — for suffering I was sure she was, though to many 
eyes she might only appear to be irritable. Miss Jessie could 
not play cards; but she talked to the sitters-out, who, before 
her coming, had been rather inclined to be cross. She sang, 
too, to an old cracked piano, which I think had been a 
spinnet in its youth. Miss Jessie sang Jock of Hazeldean a 
little out of tune; but we were none of us musical, though 
Miss Jenkyns beat time, out of time, by way of appearing to 
be so. 

It was vei^^ good of Miss Jenkyns to do this; for I had 
seen that, a little before, she had been a good deal annoyed by 
Miss Jessie Brown’s unguarded admission {h prepos of Shet- 
land wool) that she had an unde, her mother’s brother, w'ho 
was a shopkeeper in Edinburgh. Miss Jenkyns tried to 
drown this confession by a terrible cough — for the Honour- 
able Mrs Jamieson was sitting at the card-table nearest Miss 
Jessie, and what would she say or think if she found out tiiat 
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she was in the same room with a shopkeeper’s niece! But 
Miss Jessie Brown (who had no tact, as we all agreed next 
morning) would repeat the information, and assure Miss Pole 
she could easily get her the identical Shetland wool required, 
“ through my uncle, who has the best assortment of Shetland 
goods of anyone in Edinbro’.” 

It was to take the taste of this out of our mouths, and the 
sound of this out of our ears, that Miss Jenkyns proposed 
music; so, I say again, it was very good of her to beat time 
to the song. 

When the trays reappeared with biscuits and wine, punc- 
tually at a quarter to nine, there was conversation, comparing 
of cards, and talking over tricks; but, by-and-by. Captain 
Brown sported a bit of literature. 

“ Have you seen any numbers of The Pickwick Papers^ ” 
said he. (They were then publishing in parts.) “ Capitol 
thing! ” 

Now Miss Jenkyns was the daughter of a deceased rector 
of Cranford; and, on the strength of a number of manuscript 
sermons and a pretty good library of divinity, considered 
herself literary, and looked upon any conversation about 
books as a challenge to her. So she answered and said, “ Y es, 
she had seen them; indeed she might say she had read them.” 

” And what do you think of them? ” exclaimed Captain 
Brown. “ Aren’t dhey famously good? ” 

So urged Miss Jenkyns could not but speak. 

“ I must say, I don’t think they are hy any means equal 
to Dr Johnson. Still, perhaps the author is young. Let him 
persevere, and who knows what he may become if he will 
take the great Doctor for his model.” This was evidently 
too much for Captain Brown to take placidly; and I saw the 
words on the tip of his tongue before Miss Jenkyns had 
finished her sentence. 

“ It’s quite a different sort of thing, my dear madam,” he 
began. 
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“ I am quite aware of that,” returned she. “ And I make 
allowances, Captain Brown.” 

“Just allow me to read you a scene out of this month’s 
number,” pleaded he. “ I had it only this morning, and I 
don’t think the company can h.avc read it yet.” 

“ As you plc.asc,” said she, settling herself with an air of 
resignation. He read the account of the ‘swarry’ which 
Sam Weller gave at Bath. Some of us laughed heartily. / 
did not dare, beoausc I was st.a)-ing in the house. Miss 
Jenkyns sat in patient gravity. \Vhen it was ended, she 
turned to me, and said, with mild dignity, 

“ Fetch me Rasstlas, my dear, out of the book-room.” 

When I brought it to her, she turned to Captain Brown; 

“ Now allow me to read you a scene, and then tlic company 
can judge between your favourite, Mr Box, and Dr Johnson.” 

She read one of the conversations between Rasselas and 
Imlac in a high-pitched majestic voice; and when she had 
ended, she said, “ I imagine I am now justified in my pre- 
ference of Dr Johnson .as a tvritcr of fiction.” The captain 
screwed his lips up, and drummed on the t.nblc, but he did 
not speak. She thought she would give a finishing blow 
or two. 

“ I consider it vulgar, and below the dignity of literature, 
to publish in numbers." 

“How was The Rambler published, m.a’amr” asked 
Captain Brown, in a low voice which I think Miss Jenkyns 
could not have heard. ' 

“ Dr Johnson’s style is a model for young beginners. My 
father recommended it to me, when I began to write letters. 
I have formed my own style upon it; I recommend it to 
your favourite.” 

“ I should be very sorr)' for him to exchange his style for 
any such pompous writing,” said Captain Brown. 

Miss Jenkyns felt this as a personal affront, in a way of 
which the Captain never dreamed. Epistolary' writing she 
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and her friends confiticred as iicr ferU. Marijr a copy of many 
a letter hax'c I seen xvritten and corrected on the slate heforc 
she “seixed the half-hour just previous to pmt-time to 
assure” her friends of this or that; and Dr Johnson was, as 
she said, her model in these compositions. She dress' hetrejf 
up svitli dignity, and only replied to Captain Brosvn’s l.ist 
remark hy saying svith marked cn»ph.t5:s on every syllable, 
“ I prefer Dr Johnson to Mr Boa," 

It is said — I vron’t vouch for the fact — that Captain 
Brown w.as heard to say, jcilo vc:t, “ D — n Dr Johnson! ” 
If he did, he v.'as penitent afterse-ards, as he showed hy going 
to stand by Miss Jenkyns’ arm-chair, and cndc-avouring to 
beguile her into conversation ott some more pleasing subject. 
But she was inexorable. 

i'tea *' CrjnfKr^’' 


THE BATH ASSEMBLY-ROOMS 

JAKE AU-STEK 

The important evening cimc xvhich was to usher her into 
the Upper Rooms. Her hair was cut and dressed by the best 
hand, her clothes put on xxuth care, and both Mrs Allen and 
her maid declared she looked quite .as she should do. Y’ith 
such encouragement, Catherine hoped .at least to p.ass unccn- 
sured through the crowd; .as for .admiration, it xvas always 
very welcome when it came, but she did not depend on it. 

Mrs Alien w.as so long in dressing that they did not 
enter the ball-room till late. l'hcse.ason w.xs full, the room 
crowded, and the two ladies squccv.cd in .as well .as they could. 
As for Mr Allen, he rcp.aircd directly to the card-room, .and 
left them to enjoy a mob by themselves. With more care for 
the safety of her new gown than for the comfort of Jicr 
preUgee, Mrs Allen made her w.ay tlirough the throng of 
men near the door, as swiftly as tiic necessary cnition would 
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allow ; Catherine, liowevcr, kept clo^e at her side, and 
linked lier arm too firnily witli Jicr friend's to be torn asunder 
by any common eftort of a sirujt.cling afscmbly. But, to her 
utter ama7.cment, she found that to proceed along the room 
was by no means tlic way to disengage themselves from the 
crowd j it seemed rather to incrca>c as they went on ; where- 
as she had imagined that, when once fairly svithin the door, 
they should easily find seats, and be able to w.atc}i the dances 
with perfea convenience. But this was far from lx:ing the 
case; .and though by unwearied diligence they gained even 
the top of the room, their situation was still the same; tlicy 
;aw nothing of the dancers hut the high feathers of some of 
the ladies. Still they moved on, something better was yet in 
Mcw, and by .a continued exertion of strength and ingenuity 
they found themselves at last in the jix'sngc behind the highest 
bench. Merc there w.as somewhat less of a crowd th.an be- 
low} and hence Miss Morland had a comprehensive anew 
of .all the Company beneath her, and of all the dangers of her 
late paisage through them. It w.as a splendid sight, and she 
began, for the first lime that evening, to feel herself at a b.all: 
she longed to dance, but she had not an acquaintance in the 
room. Mrs Allen did all she could in such a case, by saying, 
very placidly, ever)' now and then, “ I wish you could dance, 
my dear} I wish you could get a partner.” For some time 
her young friend felt obliged to her for these wishes, but 
they were repeated so often, and were so totally inclTcctual, 
that Catherine grew tired at last, and would thank her no 
more. 

They were not long able, however, to enjoy the repose of 
the eminence they had so laboriously gained. Everybody was 
shortly in motion for tea, and they must squee/a; out like the 
rest. Catherine began to feel something of disappointment; 
she was tired of being continu.illy pressed against by people, 
the generality of whose faces possessed nothing to interest, 
and with all of whom she w'as so wholly unacquainted that 
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she could not relieve the irksomeness of imprisonment by the 
exchange of a syllable with any of her fellow-captives; and 
wiicn at last arrived in the tea-room, she felt yet more the 
awkwardness of having no party to join, no acquaintance to 
claim, no gentleman to assist them. They saw nothing of 
Mr Allen; and, after looking about them in vain for a more 
eligible situation, svere obliged to sit down at the end of a 
table, at which a large party were already placed, witliout 
having anything to do there, or anyone to speak to except 
each other. . . . 

After some time they received an offer of tea from one of 
their neighbours, it was thankfully accepted, and this intro- 
duced a light conversation with the gentleman who offered, 
which was the only time that anybody spoke to them during 
the evening, till they were discovered and joined by Mr Allen 
when the dance was over. 

“Well, Miss Morland,” said he directly, “I hope you 
have itad an agreeable ball.” 

“ Very agreeable, indeed,” she replied, vainly cndcavour- 
hig to hide a great yawn. . . . 

Ever)' morning now brought its regular duties; shops were 
to be visited, some new part of the town to be looked at, and 
the Pump Room to be attended, where they paraded up and 
down for an hour, looking at everybody and speaking to no 
one. The wish of a numerous acquaintance in Bath was 
still uppermost with hdrs Allen, and she repeated it after 
every fresh proof, which every morning brought, of her 
knowing nobody at ail. 

They made their appearance in the Lower Rooms, and 
here fortune was more favourable to our heroine. The 
master of the ceremonies introduced to her a very gentleman- 
like young man as a partner; his name was Tilncy. He 
seemed to be about four or five and twenty, was rather tall, 
had a pleasing countenance, a very intelligent and lively eye, 
and, if not quite handsome, was very near it. His address was 
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■good, and Catherine felt herself in high luck. There was 
little leisure for speaking while they danced; but when tiicy 
were seated at tea, she found him as agreeable as she had 
ahead}’ given him credit for being. He talked with fluency 
and spirit, and there was an arclincss and pk.asantry in his 
manner which interested, though it was hardly understood 
by her. After chatting some time on such matters as n.atur- 
aily arose from the objects around them, he suddenly 
addressed her with; "1 have hitherto been very remiss, 
mad.am, in the proper attentions of a partner here; I have 
not yet asked you how long you have been in Bath, whether 
you were ever here before, whether you have been at the 
Upper Rooms, the theatre, and the concert, and how you 
like the place altogether. I have been very negligent; but 
arc you now .at leisure to satisfy me in tlicse particulars? If 
)ou arc, I will begin directly.” 

“ You need not give yourself that trouble, sir.” 

“No trouble, I assure you, madam." Then forming his 
fc.aturcs into a set smile, and affectedly softening his voice, he 
added, with a simpering air, “ Have you been long in Bath, 
madam? " 

“ About a week, sir,” replied Catherine, trying not to 
laugh. 

“ Really! ” with affected astonishment. 

“ Why should you be surprised, sir? ” 

“Why, indeed?” said he, in his natural tone; “but 
some emotion must appear to be raised by your reply, and 
surprise is more easily assumed, and not less reasonable, titan 
any other. Now let us go on. Were you never here before, 
m.adam? ” 

“ Never, sir.” 

Indeed! Have you yet honoured the Upper Rooms? ” 
“ Yes, sir; I was there Last Monday.” 

“ Have you been to the theatre? ” 

“ Yes, sir; I was at the play on Tuesday.” 
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“To the concert?” 

" Yes, sir', on Wedncs<by.” 

“ And arc you altogether pleased with Bath: ” 

" Ye$j I like k very well.” 

“ Now I must give one smirk, and tlicn wc may be rational 
again.” 

Catherine turned away her head, not knowing whether 
she miulii venture to laugh. 

“ I sec what you think of me,” said he gravely; “ I shall 
make hut a jxior figure in your journal to-morrow.” 

“ My journal! ” 

" I know c-K-ictly whar you ss'ill say. Frid.ay, went to the 
I.owcr Roonvs; wore my sprigged muslin robe with blue 
trimmings, plain black shoes; appe.rrcd to much advantage, 
hut was stnuigcly harassed hy R queer half-witted man, v.-!io 
would make me dance with him, and distressed me by his 
nonsense,” 


“ Indeed I shall say no such thitig.” 

’‘Shall I tell you what you ought to say? ” 

“If v'QU please." 

” I iltncrd with a verj’ agreeable young man, introduced 
by Mr King; liad a great deal of convenation with him; 
seems a most extraordinary geniui; hope 1 may licar more 
of him. 77iu.', mad.tm, is what I tvhh you to say.” 

” But pcttuvps { kcqi no iour.nal.” 

“ Peibaj'i^. you are no: silting in tlsis room, .and i am tint 
iinlttg by you. Thtf'C arc points in which a doubt k cquaHy 
pas-riMe. Kftt keep a jowmall How ate your ab-ent cou'sr.s 
to nniersrand the tenor of your life in Bath without one? 
Hftw are the tivjlitin and compliments «f every day to be 
tbfv ought to b-e unlev't noted down every CTc.ning 
in i jouttul: Ito'w are your various drr-,%e> to be remtns- 
b-te-d. strd the, particular state of your carr.p.'eato:'., and curl 
iyf vonr .btir to be des-crihed, in oil their diverskie';, wiihoat 
r-virg omunt recaurse to a jounna); >4y dear rradam. 
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1 am not so ignorant of young ladies’ v.-ays as you teish to 
believe me. It is this delightful habit of journalizing whicli 
largely contributes to form the easy style of writing for which 
ladies arc so celebrated. Everybody allov.-s that the talent 
of writing .agreeable letters is peculi.arly fcm.ale. Nature may 
have done something, but I am sure it must be essentially 
assisted by the practice of keeping a journal.” 

“ I have sometimes tliought,” s.iid Catherine doubtingly, 
** whether ladies lio wite so much better letters than gentle- 
men. That is, I should not think the superiority was always 
on our side.” 

I “ As far as I have had opportunity of judging, it appears 
to me tiiat the usual style of letter-writing among women is 
j faultless, c-veept in three particulars.” 
i' “ And what are they? ” 

I “ A general deficiency of subject, a tornl inattention to 
{stops, and a vciy frequent ignorance of grammar.” 

“ Upon my word, I need not have been afraid of disclaim- 
ing the compliment! You do think too highly of us in that 
w.ay.” 

“ I should no more lay it down as a general nile that 
women write better letters than men, than that tlity sing 
better ducts, or draw better landscapes. In every power of 
v.'hich taste is the found.ation, excellence is pretty fairly 
divided between the se.xcs.” 

^ They were interrupted by Mrs Allen. “ My dear Cathe- 
rine,” said she, “ do take this pin out of my sleeve. I am 
afraid it has torn a hole already. I shall be quite sorrv if it 
has, for this is a favourite gown, tliough it cost but nine 
shillings a yard,” 

“ That is exactly what I should have guessed it, madam,” 
said Mr Tilney, looking at the muslin. 

“ Do you understand muslins, sir? ” 

“Particularly well; I always buy my own cravats, and 
am allowed to be an excellent judge; and my sister has often 
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witli the foibles of others. “Wliat arc you thinking of so 
earnestly?” said he, as they walked back to the ball-room; 
“ not of your partner, I hope, for, by that shake of tlic head, 
your meditations arc not satisfactory.” 

Catherine coloured, and said, “ I w.as not thinking of 
anything.” 

“That is artful and deep, to be sure; but I had rather be 
told at once that you will not tell me.” 

“Well, then, 1 will not.” 

“ Thank you, for now we shall soon be acquainted, as I 
am authorized to tc.asc you on this subject whenever we 
meet, and nothing in the world advances intimacy so mucit.” 

They danced .again; and when the .assembly closed, 
parted, on the lady’s side at least, with a strong inclination for 
continuing the acquaintance. Whether she thought of him 
so much, while she drank her warm wine and water, and 
prepared herself for bed, as to dream of him when there, 
cannot be .ascertained, hut I hope it w.as no more than in a 
slight slumber, or morning doze at most; for if it be true, 
as a celebrated writer has maintained, that no young lady 
can be justified in falling in love before the gentleman’s love 
is declared, it must be very improper that a young lady 
should dream of a gentleman before the gcntlcm.an is first 
known to have dreamt of her. 

Fnn “Nertkan^er jitisy" 


THE WARDEN’S TEA-PARTY 

ANTHONY TROLLOPE 

The party went off as such parties do: there were fat old 
ladies, in fine silk dresses, and slim young ladies, in gauzy 
muslin frocks; tlie old gentlemen stood up with their backs 
to the empty fire-place, looking by no means so comfortable 
as they would have done in their own arm-chairs at home; 
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through all, and above all is heard tlic violoncello. Ah, not 
for nothing were those pegs twisted and retwisted. Listen, 
listenl Now alone that saddest of instruments tells its 
toucliing talc. Silent and in awe, stand fiddle, flute, and 
piano, to hear the sorrows of tlicir vs-ailing brother. ’Tis but 
i'or a moment. Before the melancholy of those low notes 
has been fully realised, .again comes the full force of all the 
b.and. Down go the pedals. Away rush twenty fingers 
scouring over the bass notes with all the impetus of passion. 
Apollo blows till his stiff neckcloth is no better than a rope 
and the minor canon works with both arms till he falls in a 
syncope of exhaustion against the w-ill. 

How comes it that now, when all should be silent, when 
courtesy, if not taste, should make men listen — how is it at 
this moment the black-coated corps leave their retreat and 
begin skirmishing? One by one they creep forth, and fire off 
their little guns timidly and without precision. Ah, my men, 
efforts such as these will take no cities, even though the 
enemy be never so open to assault. At length a more deadly 
artillery is brought to bear; slowly, but with effect the 
advance is made; the muslin ranks arc broken and fall into 
confusion; the formidable array of chairs gives w.ay; the 
battle is no longer benveen opposing regiments, but hand to 
hand and foot to foot with single combatants, as in the 
glorious d.aj's of old, when fighting was really noble. In 
corners, and under die shadow of curtains, behind sofas and 
half hidden by doors, in retiring windows, and sheltered by 
hanging tapestry, are blows given and returned, fatal, incur- 
able, dealing death. 

Apart from this, anodier combat arises, more sober and 
more serious. The archdeacon is engaged against two pre- 
bendaries, a pursy full-blown rector assisting him, in all the 
perils and all the enjoyments of short whist. With solemn 
energy do they watch the shuffled pack', and all-expectant 
eye the coming trump. With what anxious nicety do they 
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arrange the cards, jealous of each other’s eyes! Why is that 
lean doctor so slow — cadaverous man with hollow jaw and 
sunken eye, ill-beseeming the richness of his mother church! 
Ah, why so slow, thou meagre doctor? See how the arch- 
deacon, speechless in his agony, deposits on the board his 
cards, and looks to heaven or to the ceiling for support. 
Hark, how he sighs, as with thumbs in his waistcoat pocket 
he seems to signify tliat the end of such torment is not yet 
even nigh at hand! Vain is the hope, if hope there be, to 
disturb that meagre doctor. With care precise he places every 
card, weighs well the value of each mighty ace, each guarded 
king, and comfort-giving queen; speculates on knave and 
ten, counts all his suits, and sets his price upon the whole. 
At length a card is led, and quick three others fall upon the 
board. The little doctor leads again, while with lustrous eye 
his partner absorbs the trick. Now thrice has this been done 
— thrice has constant fortune favoured the brace of preben- 
daries, ere the archdeacon rouses himself to battle: but at the 
fourth assault he pins to earth a prostrate king, laying low his 
crown and sceptre, bushy beard and lowering brow, with a 
poor deuce. 

“ As David did Goliath,” says the archdeacon, pushing 
over the four cards to his partner. And then a trump is led, 
then another trump; then a king — and then an ace — ^and 
then a long ten, which brings down from the meagre doctor 
his only remaining tower of strength — his cherished queen 
of trumps. 

“what, no second club?” says the archdeacon to his 
partner. 

“ Only one club,” mutters from his inmost stomach the 
pursy rector, who sits there red-faced, silent, impervious, 
careful, a safe but not a brilliant ally. 

But the archdeacon cares not for many clubs, or for none. 
He dashes out his remaining cards with a speed most annoy- 
ing to his antagonists, pushes over to them some four cards 
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as their allotted portion, shoves the remainder across the 
table to the red-faced rector; calls out “Two by cards, and 
two by honours, and the odd trick last time,” marks a treble 
under the candle-stick, and has dealt round the second pack, 
before the meagre doctor has calculated his losses. 

And so went off the warden’s party, and men and women 
arranging shawls and shoes declared how pleasant it had been ; 
and Mrs Goodenough, die red-faced rector’s wife, pressing 
the warden’s hand, declared she had never enjoyed herself 
better; — which shotved how little pleasure she allowed her- 
self in this world, as she had sat the whole evening through 
in the same chair without occupation, not speaking, and 
unspoken to. And Matilda Jones, when she allowed young 
Dickson of the bank to fasten her cloak round her neck, 
thought that two hundred pounds a year and a litdc cottage 
would really do for happiness; besides, he was sure to be 
manager some day. And Apollo, folding his flute into his 
pocket, felt that he had acquitted himself with honour; and 
the archdeacon pleasantly jingled his gains; but the ifteagre 
doaor went off without much audible speech, muttering ever 
and anon as he went, “ Three and thirty points! ” “ Three 
and thirty points! ” 

And so they were all gone, and Mr Harding was left alone 
with his daughter. 

From "The IFerden” 


A MANCHESTER TEA-PARTY 

E. C. GASK.ELL 

The matter being decided, the party proceeded home 
trough man^p half-finished streets, all so like one anothei 
that you might have easily been bewildered and lost your way 
^ot a step, however, did our friends lose; down this entry 
cutting off this corner, until they turned out of one of thest 
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innumerable streets into a little paved court, having the 
backs of houses opposite to the opening, and a gutter running 
through the middle to carry off household slops, suds, etc. 
The women who lived in the court were busy taking in 
strings of caps, frocks, and various articles of linen, which 
hung from side to side, dangling so low, that if our friends 
had been a few minutes sooner, Aey would have had to stoop 
very much, or else the half-wet clothes would have flapped 
in their faces; but although the evening seemed yet early 
when they were in the open fields — ^among the pent-up 
houses, night, with its mists, and its darkness, had already 
begun to fall. 

Many greetings were given and exchanged between the 
Wilsons and these women, for not long ago they had also 
dwelt in this court. 

Mrs Barton produced the key of the door from her 
pocket; and on entering the house-place it seemed as if they 
were in total darkness, except one bright spot, which might 
be a cat’s eye, or might be, what it was, a red-hot fire, 
smouldering under a large piece of coal, which John Barton 
immediately applied himself to break up, and the effect 
instantly produced was warm and glowing light in every 
corner of the room. To add to this (although the coarse 
yellow glare seemed lost in the ruddy glow from the fire), 
Mrs Barton lighted a dip by sticking it in the fire, and having 
placed it satisfactorily in a tin candle-stick, began to look 
further about her, on hospitable thoughts intent. The room 
was tolerably large, and possessed many conveniences. On 
the right of the door, as you entered, was a longish window, 
with a broad ledge. On each side of this hung blue-and- 
white check curtains, which were now drawn to shut in the 
friends met to enjoy themselves. Two geraniums, unpruned 
and leafy, which stood on the sill formed a. further defence 
from out-door pryers. In the corner between the window 
and the fire-side was a cupboard apparently full of plates and 

i8i 



NINETEENTH-CEKTURY LIFE 

dishes, cups and saucers, and sonic more riondcsciipi artic!??, 
for which one would Jiave fancied rheir pos>cs<ors could ha-.e 
found no use — such as trianjiular pieces of glass to save 
can'ing kni\cs and forks from dirtying table-cloths. How- 
ever it was evident Mrs H.trton w.as proud of her crockersj^ 
and glass, for she left the door open, with a glance round of 
pleasure and s-atisfaction. On the opposite side to the dwr 
.and window was the staircase, .and two doors; one of which 
(the nearest to die fire), led into a sort of little b.ack-kitdic;i, 
where dirty work, such as w.ashing up disiics might be done, 
and whose shelves served as larder and p.antry, and store-room 
and all The other door, which was considerably lower, 
opened into the coal-liole, the slanting closet under the 
stairs; from whicli to the fire-place, there was a gay-coloured 
piece of oil-doth laid. The place seemed almost crammed 
with furniture (sure sign of good times among the mills). 
Bcncatli the window was a dresser witli three deep drawers. 
Opposite the fire-place asais a table, whidi I should call a 
Pembroke, only that it as’as na.adc of deal, and I cannot tdl 
how far such a name may be applied to such humble material 
On it, resting against the w.all, ssais a bright green japanned 
tea-tray, having a couple of scarlet lovers embracing in tlic 
middle. The fire-light danced merrily on this, and rcilly 
(setting all taste but that of a child’s aside) it gave a richness 
of colouring to that side of the room. It was in some measure 
propped up by a crimson tea-caddy, also of japan-ware. A 
round table on one branching leg really for use, stood in the 
corresponding corner to the cupboard; and if you can picture 
all this with a washy but dean stcndllcd pattern on tltc walls, 
you cm form some idea of John Barton’s home. 

The tray was soon hoisted down, and before the merry 
chatter of cups and saucers began, the women disburdened 
themselves of their outdoor things, and sent Mary upstairs 
with them. Then came a long whispering and chinking of 
money, to which Mr and Mrs Wilson were too polite to 
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attend; knowing, as they did, full well, that it all related to 
the preparations for hospitality; hospitality, that in their 
turn, they should have such pleasure in offering. So tliey 
tried to be busily occupied with the children, and not to hear 
Mrs Barton’s directions to Mary. 

“ Run, Mary dear, just round the corner, and get some 
fresh eggs at Tipping’s (you may get one a-piece, that rvill 
be fivepence), and see if he has any nice ham cut, that he 
would let us have a pound of.” 

“ Say two pounds, missis, and don’t be stingy,” chimed in 
the husband. 

“Well, a pound and a half, Mary. And get it Cumber- 
land ham, for Wilson comes from there-away, and it will 
have a sort of relish of home with it he’ll like, — and, Mary ” 
(seeing the lassie fain to be oflF), “ you must get a pennyworth 
of milk and a loaf of bread — ^mind you get it fresh and new — 
and, and — that’s all, Mary.” 

“No, it’s not all,” said her husband. “Thou must get 
sixpennyworth of rum, to warm the tea; thou’ll get it at the 
‘ Grapes.’ And thou just go to Alice Wilson; he says she 
lives just right round the corner, under 14 Barber Street” 
(this was addressed to his wife), “ and tell her to come and 
take tea with us; she’ll like to see her brother. I’ll be bound, 
let alone Jane and the twins.” 

“ If she comes she must bring a tea-cup and saucer, for 
we have but half a dozen, and here’s six of us,” said Mrs 
Barton. 

“Pooh, pooh! Jem and Mary can drink out of one, 
surely.” 

But Mary secretly determined to take care that Alice 
brought her tea-cup and saucer, if the alternative was to be 
her sharing anything with Jem. 

Alice Wilson had but just come in. She had been out all 
day in tlie fields, gathering wild herbs for drinks and medi- 
cine. . . . This evening she had returned loaded with nettles, 
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and her first object w.s to light a candle and see to hang them 
up in bundles in every available space in her cellar room. 
It was the perfection of clc.anlincss; in one corner stood the 
modest-looking bed, with a check curtain at the head, the 
whitewashed wall filling up the space where the correspond- 
ing one should have been. The floor was bricked and scru- 
pulously clean, although so damp that it seemed as if tiic last 
washing would never dry up. As the cellar window looked 
into an area in the street, down which boys might throw 
stones, it w.as protected by an outside shelter, and was oddly 
festooned with all manner of licdgcrow, ditch, and field 
plants, whidi we arc accustomed to call valueless, but which 
have a powerful effect citlicr for good or for evil, and arc 
consequently much used among the poor. The room 'v-as 
strewed, hung, and darkened with these bunches, which 
emitted no very fragrant odour in their process of drying. 
In one corner was a sort of broad hanging shelf, made of 
old planks, where some old hoards of Alice’s were kept. Her 
little bit of crockerj’-warc was ranged on the mantlepicct, 
where also stood her candlestick and box of matches. A small 
cupboard contained at the bottom coals, .and at the top her 
bread and basin of oatmeal, her frying-pan, tea-pot and a 
small tin saucepan which served as a bottle .as well as for 
cooking the delicate messes of broth which Alice sometimes 
was able to manufacture for a sick neighbour. 

After her walk she felt chilly and weary, and was busy 
trying to light her fire with the damp coals and half-green 
sticks, when Mary knocked. 

“ Come in,” said Alice, remembering, however, tliat she 
had barred the door for the night and hastening to make it 
possible for anyone to come in. 

“ Is that you, Mary Barton? ” exclaimed she, as the light 
from her candle streamed on the girl’s face. “ How you arc 
grown since I used to see you at my brother’s! Come in, 
lass, come in." 
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“ Please,” said Mary, almost breathless, “ mother says 
you’re to come to tea, and bring your own cup and saucer, 
for George and Jane Wilson is with us, and the twins and 
Jem. And you’re to make haste, please.” 

” I’m sure it’s very neighbourly and kind in your mother, 
and I’ll come, with many thanks. Stay, Mary, has your 
mother got any nettles for spring drink? If she hasn’t, I’ll 
take her some.” 

“ No, I don’t think she has,” 

Mary ran off like a hare, to fulfil what, to a girl of thirteen 
fond of power, was the most interesting part of her errand — 
the money-spending part. And well and ably did she perform 
her business, returning home with a little bottle of rum and 
the eggs in one hand, while her other was filled with some 
excellent red-and-white, smoke-flavoured Cumberland ham, 
wrapped up in paper. 

She was at home, and frying ham, before Alice had chosen 
her nettles, put out her candle, locked her door, and walked 
in a very foot-sore manner as far as John Barton’s. What an 
aspect of comfort did his house-place present, after her hum- 
ble cellar! She did not think of comparing; but for all that 
she felt the delicious glow of the fire, the bright light that 
revelled in every corner of the room, the savoury smells, 
the comfortable sounds of a boiling kettle, and the hissing, 
frizzling ham. Witli a little old-fashioned curtsey she shut 
the door, and replied with a loving heart to the boisterous 
and surprised greeting of her brother. 

And now all preparations being made, the party sat down, 
Mrs Wilson in the post of honour, the rocking-chair on the 
right-hand side of the fire, nursing her baby, while its father, 
in an opposite arm-chair tried vainly to quieten the other 
with bread soaked in milk. 

Mrs Barton knew manners too well, to do anything but 
sit at the tea-table and make tea, tliough in her heart she 
longed to be able to superintend the frying of the ham, and 
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cnst many an anxious look at Mary as she broke the eggs 
and turned the ham, with a very comfortable portion of 
confidence in her own culinary powers. Jem stood awk- 
wardly leaning against the dresser, replying ratlicr gruffly to 
his aunt’s speedics, which gave him, lie thought, the air of 
being a little boy; whereas he considered himself as a young 
man, and not so very’ young neither, as in two months he 
would be eighteen. Barton vibrated between the fire and the 
tea-table, his only drawback being a fancy that every now 
and then his wife's face flushed and contracted as if in pain. 

At length tlic business actually began. Knives and forks, 
cups and saucers made a noise, but human voices were still, 
for human beings were hungry and had no time to spea'iC. 
Alice first broke silence; holding her tea-cup with the 
manner of one proposing a to.ast, she said, “ Here’s to absent 
friaids. Friends may meet, but mountains never.” 

It was an unlucky toast or sentiment, as she instantly felt- 
Every one thouglit of Esther, the absent Esther; and Mrs 
Barton put down her food and could not hide the fast-dropping 
tears. Alice could have bitten her tongue out. 

It was a wet blanket to the evening; for though all had 
been said and suggested in the fields that could be s.aid or 
suggested, every one had a wish to say something in the way 
of comfort to poor Mrs Barton, and a dislike to talk about 
anything else while her tears fell fast and scalding. So George 
Wilson and his wife, and children, set off early home, not 
before (in spite of mal-a-propos speedics) they bad expressed 
a wish that such meetings might often take place, and not 
before John Barton had given his hearty consent; and 
declared that as soon as his wife was well again they would 
have just sudi another evening. 


Fnm ‘‘Mery lianor. 
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CHARLES KINGSLEY 

The edge of a great fox-cover; a flat wilderness of low 
leafless oaks fortified by a long, dreary, thorn-oipped day 
ditch, with sour red water oozing out at every yard; a broken 
gate leading into a straight wood-ride, ragged with dead 
grasses and black with fallen leaves, the centre mashed into 
a quagmire by innumerable horse-hoofs; some forty red 
coats, and some four black; a sprinkling of young farmers 
resplendent in gold buttons and green; a pair of sleek drab 
stable-keepers, showing off horses for sale; the surgeon of the 
union, in mackintosh and antigropelous; two holiday school- 
boys with trousers strapped down to bursting point, like a 
penny-steamer’s safety valve ; a midshipman, the only merry 
one in the field, bumping about on a fretting, sweating hade, 
with its nose a foot above its ears; and Lancelot Smith, 
who then kept two good horses, and “ rode forward ” as a 
fine young fellow of three-and-twenty v/ho can afford it, 
and “has nothing else to do,” has a very good right to 
ride. 

But what is a description without a sketch of the weather ? 
In these Pantheistic days especially, when a hero or heroine’s 
moral state must depend entirely on the barometer, and 
authors talk as if Christians were cabbages, and a man’s soul 
as well as his lungs might be saved by sea-breezes and sun- 
shine; or his character developed by wearing guano in his 
shoes, and training himself against a south wail — ^we must 
have a weather description, though, as I shall presently show, 
one in flat contradiction to the popular theory. Luckily for 
our information, Lancelot was very much given to watch 
both the weather and himself, and had, indeed, while in his 
teens, combined the two in a sort of soul almanac, on the 
principles just mentioned — somewhat in this style: 
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i \ !f , — \\ ini ?AV., b;:!'!.: inn, nicjcurr ";oJ incJ.st. 
IVlt nn litir! cipniki tov.^ri: tU ar.krric. oi vtr.tu- 

!;or. and I'^ne-.c-lt-nct pkj-.nt-.y (-.flTcd; ;r.i pait a jhil’nj: loa 
Iranip. An ir.f’r'ci'iids joy l-our.drj ’.h: ' ' ' 

tfic soft air broaihti! pariU and 


t \ f rv Tfj!). ar.J 


.ft* ri.ro'.jrii rr.v tool. 


Ai 1 v.a:chtd the Lttki, shore cj.iiifen of the ran, ivho, £S 
dsrinc Fhelicy mvi, “laden ••u'th hV' 
jkarn of tiic'living prai;,” I pair.td 
p!ea*‘jrrs of virtue. 


.! oif. 

Iidc:;-;;le { litnp'e cf tht 


;cn ‘.ssth iiyht and r-dotir, pan over 


K.!L- 


-Kound the tramp drurA in a ditch. 1 couhi r.ot hire 


j , , 1 - I <,o_. 

ccgrajrj myjru! on Jach a day — ^ah! J.mr cuuli he? 

_ 'Jl/iAti, siei. — ikrortitter raridiy .‘ail-n*. Hc.'.vy clouds in 
too south^rast. My i:f3n sanh snto yi^x/nr/forebaiinrs. Hrci 
.■lorfrr^ atJ doubted v.dsethrr 1 sS.ouId iiic ionr. 'fbe kaden 
'•'ctyht o, dcatmy teemed to crush dtmn tnv achin'.; fore’ttad. tiii 
ihe^t.iundentorra burst, attd peace v.as tcstrjrcJ su t.ny iroubld 

Hms was bad, but to do Lancclct jtntifc, ise Issd CTOivn 
out of It at the time when my story I'ettins. 

But where is my description of'thc ‘weather a!! this time? 
I cannot I arsi sorrj- to say. pivc .any verv ciiex-rfut account 

heiW P“' ™'tcrr Arc Englishmen 

g gnat.s, who only take their sport when the sun shines' 

aLertl?.'; T ‘ 'symbolical of our nationr.1 char- 
Our Si are wintrv ones? 

P'mt-shooting (pastime for 
nymtr himself and the frost-giants) — our coif and skatino— . 

fishinr^^lS'''’ ^’-S pek'and grayfing 

sumn^er f glitter of 

haJ^Jns il Fn" I “V- /‘"'J "> and, therefore, it 

happens in England, it may be mken .-is a general rule that 

" in-doo.^ve are om S 
busy , and, on the whole, the worse the d,ay, ,l,e better the deed. 
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The weather that day was truly national. A silent, dim, 
distanceless, steaming, rotting day in March. The last brown 
oak-leaf that had stood out the winter’s frost, spun and 
quivered plump down, and then lay, as if ashamed to have 
broken for a moment the ghastly stillness, like an awkward 
guest at a great dumb dinner-party. A cold suck of wind 
just proved its existence, by tooth-aches on the north sides 
of all faces. The spiders having been weather-bewitched the 
night before, had unanimously agreed to cover every brake 
and briar with gossamer-cradles, and never a fly to be caught 
in them; like Manchester cotton-spinners madly glutting 
the markets in the teeth of “ No demand.” The steam 
crawled out of the dank turf, and reeked off the flanks and 
nostrils of the shivering horses, and clung with dammy paws 
to frosted hats and dripping boughs. . . . 

There sat Lancelot by the cover-side, his knees aching 
with cold and wet, thanking his stars that he was not one of 
the whippers-in who were lashing about in the dripping 
cover, laying up for themselves, in catering for the amuse- 
ment of their betters, a probable old age of bed-ridden 
torture, in the form of rheumatic gout. . . . 

But ” all things do end,” and so did this; and the silence 
of the hounds also; and Lancelot began to stalk slowly with 
a dozen horsemen up the wood-ride, to a fitful accompani- 
ment of wandering hound-music, where the choristers were 
as invisible as nightingales among the thick cover. And 
hark! — ^the sweet hubbub suddenly crashed out into one 
jubilant shriek, and then swept away fainter and fainter, 
among the trees. The walk became a trot — the trot a 
canter. Then a faint melancholy shout at a distance, 
answered by a “ Stole away! ” from the fields, a doleful 
“ toot ” of the horn ; the dull thunder of many horse-hoofs 
rolling along the farther wood-side. Then red coats flashing 
like sparks of fire across the grey gap of mist at the ride’s- 
mouth; then a whipper-in, bringing up a belated hound 
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bun; into tlir fpL-hnip ;;nii plunginj,;. with sliut 

cy«, through avh-*,-.p!inpi snti hsn ,ck prs-.^s then = f» 
farmer, 'jedutouMy pouisdip.j; through the mud, wa< overaJrer. 
.-.ml bc-pattcrcd in jpite of ail hn until the line 

<;rc.imcd cut into the wide rurl^v pv-tutc, ^tartlifjp up pev; its 
and cllrIcv.•^, ar hnr'.emen poured in from every ^ide, and 
curmirip old firmers rode off at inexjdieaidc anpies to f.''me 
wd!-kmi'.vn b-iunts of pug; and right ahi-ad, chiming and 
j.vripling sweet ntauuf'N, the d.ipp!ed pack pbticcd and 
w-nvered througii the veil of ‘of; grey mh-t. 

the use of this hurry?’’ growled Lancelot. 
1 hey will all back ag.iin. I never h.ise tlic luc.k to see 
a run. 

But no; on .and on — down the wimi and dtu.vn the vale; 
and_ the canter became a g.allop; .and tlic pilop a long 
strainifij, stride; .and a hu.ndrcd honc-iioniV ctaclded like 
dame among the stubbles and thundered fc:!r,ck-dtep along 
the heavy mcadmvs; and everj- fence thinned the cavalcade. 
It I the m.adne>s began to stir all Moods, .and -with grim wrn«r 
^dent faces the mmated few settled themselves to their work, 
.and wuli the colonel and Lancelot .at their head, “ took thcii 
plc.asurcs sadly, after the maimer of t'ncir nation,” as old 
!• roissart h.as it, . . . 

Tl.ero'j^h bush, t’.otoueh brier, 

Thorough park, thoroarh pai- ; 

till the rolling grass-lands spread out into flat black open 

cTafk 'he high 

Chalk nd,,cs gleamed above the mist like a vast wall of 

TthlSr 

^ A polite fox! ” obseia-cd the colonel. “ He’s leadin'’ the 
s,»,« ,.n,El.t horn, „ Whi,f„,d, j„„ i„ ,i„„ roS”!- 

Frcn '‘JVu;/" 
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BRIGHTON 

W. M. THACKERAY 

In Steyne Gardens, Brigliton, the lodging-houses are among 
the most frequented in that city of lodging-houses. These 
mansions have bow-windows in front, bulging out with gentle 
prominences and ornamented with neat verandas, from which 
you can behold the tide of humankind as it flows up and 
down the Steyne, and that blue ocean over which Britannia 
is said to rule, stretching brightly away, eastward and west- 
ward. The chain-pier, as everybody knows, runs intrepidly 
into the sea, which sometimes, in fine weather, bathes its 
feet with laughing wavelets, and anon, on stormy daj^, 
dashes over its sides with roaring foam. Here, for die sum 
of twopence, you can go out to sea and pace this vast deck 
, without need of a steward with a basin. Y ou can watch the 
sun setting in splendour over Worthing, or illuminating with 
its rising glories the ups and downs of Rottingdean. You see 
the citizen inveigled with his family into the shallops of the 
mercenary native mariner, and fiincy that the motion cannot 
be pleasant, and how the hirer of the boat, oiium ei oppidi 
laudam rura stti, haply sighs for ease, and prefers Richmond 
or Hampstead. You behold a hundred bathing-machines put 
to sea, and your naughty fancy depicts the beauties splashing 
under their white awnings. Along the rippled sands (stay, 
are they rippled sands, or shingly beach?}, the prawn-boy 
seeks the delicious material of your breakfast — meal in 
London almost unknown, greedily devoured in Brighton! 
In yon vessels now nearing the shore the sleepless mariner 
has ventured forth to seize the delicate whiting, the greedy 
and foolish mackerel, and the homely sole. Hark to the 
ranging horn! it is the early coach going out to London. 
Your eye follows it,' and rests on the pinnacles built by the 
beloved George. See the worn-out London roue pacing the 
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pier, inhaling the sea air, and casting furtive glances under 
the bonnets of the pretty girls who trot here before lessons ! 
Mark the bilious lawyer, escaped for a day from Pump 
Court, and sniffing the fresh breezes before he goes back to 
breakfast and a bag-full of briefs at the Albion! Sec that 
pretty string of prattling school-girls, from the chubby- 
cheeked flaxen-haired little maiden just toddling by the side 
of the second teacher, to the arch damsel of fifteen, giggling 
and conscious of her beaut}-, whom the stern head-governess 
awfully reproves! See Tomkins with a telescope and marine 
jacket; young Nathan and young Abrams, already bedizened 
in jewellery, and rivalling the sun in Oriental splendour; 
yonder poor invalid crawling along in her chair; yonder 
jolly, fat lady examining the Brighton {>ebbles (I actually 
once saw a lady buy one), and her children wondering at the 
sticking-plaster portraits with gold hair and gold stocks, and 
prodigious high-heeled boots, miracles of art and cheap at 
seven-and-sixpence! It is the fashion to run down George 
the Fourth, but what myriads of Londoners ought to thank 
him for inventing Brighton! One of the best physicians our 
city has ever known is kind, cheerful, merr}- Doctor Brighton. 
Hail, thou pun-eyor of shrimps and honest prescriber of South 
Down mutton! There is no mutton so good as Brighton 
mutton ; no fl}-s as pleasant as Brighton fl}'s, nor any cliff so 
pleasant to ride on; no shops so beautiful to look at as the 
Brighton gimcrack shops, and the fruit shops and the market. 
I fancy myself in Miss Honeyman’s lodgings in Steyne 
Gardens, and in enjoyment of all these things. . . . 

Now, Aunt Honeyman was a woman of a thousand 
virtues, cheerful, frugal, honest, laborious, charitable, good- 
humoured, truth-telling, devoted to her family, capable of 
any sacrifice for those she loved; and when she came to 
have losses of money. Fortune straighnvay compensated her 
by many kindnesses which no income can supply. The good 
old lady admired the word gentlewoman of all others in the 
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English vocabulary, and made all around her feel that such 
was her rank. Her mother’s fother was a naval captain. 
Her father had taken pupils, got a living, sent his son to 
college, dined with the squire, published his volume of 
sermons, was liked in his parish, where Miss Honeyman kept 
house for him, was respected for his kindness and famous for 
his port wine; and so died, leaving about two hundred 
pounds a year to his tw’o children — nothing to Clive New- 
come's mother, who had displeased him by her first marriage 
(an elopement with Ensign Casey) and subsequent light 
courses. Charles Honeyman spent his money elegantly in 
wine parties at Oxford, and afterwards in foreign travel — 
spent his money, and as much of Miss Honcyman’s as that 
worthy soul would give him. She was a woman of spirit and 
resolution. She brought her furniture to Brighton (believing 
that the whole place still fondly remembered her grandfather, 
Captain Nokes, who had resided there, and his gallantry in 
Lord Rodney’s action with the Count dc Grasse), took a 
house and let the upper floors to lodgers. 

The little brisk old lady brought a maid-ser\'ant out of the 
country with her, who was daughter to her father’s clerk, and 
had learned her letters and worked her first sampler under 
Miss Honeyman’s own eye, whom she adored all through 
her life. No Indian begum rolling in wealth, no countess 
mistress of castle and town-houses, ever had such a faithful 
toady as Hannah Hicks was to her mistress. Under Hannah 
was a young lady from the workhouse, who called Hannah 
“ Mrs Hicks, mum,” and who bowed in awe as much before 
that domestic as Hannah did before Miss Honeyman. At 
five o’clock in summer, at seven in winter (for Miss Honey- 
man, a good economist, was chary of candlelight), Hannah 
woke up little Sally, and these three women rose. I leave you 
to imagine what a row there was in the establishment if 
Sally appeared with flowers under her bonnet, gave signs of 
levity or insubordination, prolonged her absence when sent 
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forth for the beer, or was discovered in flirtation with the 
baker’s boy, or the grocer’s young man. Sally was frequently 
renewed. Miss Honeyman called all her young persons 
Sally; and a great number of Sallies were consumed in her 
house. The qualities of the Sally for the time being formed 
a constant and delightful subject of conversation between 
Hannah and her mistress. T. he few friends who visited 
Miss Honeyman in her back parlour had their Sallies, in 
discussing whose peculiarities of disposition these good ladies 
passed the hours agreeably over their tea. 

Many persons who let lodgings in Brighton have been 
servants themselves — arc retired housekeepers, tradespeople, 
and the like. With these surrounding individuals Hannah 
treated on a fwting^ of equality, bringing to her mistress 
accounts of their various goings-on: " how No. 6 tvas let; 
how No. 9 had not paid his rent again; how the first floor 
game almost every d.ay, and made-dishes from 
Mutton s; how the family who had taken Mrs Bugsby’s had 
left after the very first night, die poor litde infant blistered 
all over with bites on its dear little face; how Mrs Cribb 
ft/// went cuttin’ pounds and pounds off of meat off the lodger’s 
jinte, emptying their tea-caddies, actially reading their letters. 
SaUy had been told so by Polly, the Cribbs’ maid, who tvas 
Kep how that poor child was kep’, hearing language per- 
fectly hawful!” These tales and anecdotes, not altogether 

rnll°”r credit, Hannah copiously 

collected and brought to her mistress’s tea-table, or served 
at her fmgal litde supper, when Miss Honeyman, the labours 

cheerfbl meal. I need not 
w occurred at Mrs Bugsby’s never 

befell m Miss Honeyinan’s establishment. Eveiy room was 

whTeh^ '’y cunning eyes 

m^ ?J f t-ken down, 

m «r^es explored, every bone in bed dislocated and washed 
as soon as a lodger took his departure. And as for cribbing 
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meat or sugar, Sally might occasionally abstract a lump or 
two, or pop a veal cutlet into her mouth while bringing the 
dishes downstairs — Sallies would — giddy creatures bred in 
workliouses, but Hannah might be trusted with untold gold 
and uncorked brandy, and Miss Honcyman would as soon 
think of cutting a slice off Hannah’s nose and devouring it, 
as of poaching on her lodger’s mutton. The best mutton- 
broth, the best vcal-cutlcts, the best necks of mutton and 
French beans, the best fried fish and plumpest partridges in 
all Brighton, were to be had at Miss Honcyman’s — and for 
her favourites the best Indian curry and rice, coming from 
a distinguished relative, at present an officer in Bengal. But 
very few were admitted to this mark of Miss Honcyman’s 
confidence. If a family did not go to church, they were not 
in favour; if they went to a Dissenting meeting, she had no 
opinion of tlicm at all. Once there came to her house a quiet 
Staffordshire family, who ate no meat on Fridays, and whom 
Miss Honcyman pitied as belonging to the Romish super- 
stition; but when they were visited by two corpulent gentlc- 
naen in black, one of whom wore a purple under-waistcoat, 
before whom the Staffordshire lady absolutely sank down on 
her knees as he went into the drawing-room, Miss Honcyman 
sternly gave warning to these idolaters. She would have no 
Jesuits in her premises. She showed Hannah the picture in 
Howell’s Medulla of the martyrs burning at Smith field, who 
said, “ Lord bless you, mum," and hoped it was a long time 
.ago. She called on the curate; and many and many a time, 
for years after, pointed out to her friends, and sometimes to 
her lodgers, the spot on the carpet where the poor benighted 
creature had knelt down. So she went on, respected by all 
her friends, by her tradesmen, by herself not a little, talking 
of her previous ‘ misfortunes ’ with amusing equanimity; as 
if her father’s parsonage house had been a palace of splendour, 
and the onc-horsc chaise (with the lamps for evenings) from 
which she had descended, a noble equipage. “ But I know 
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it iii for the l>est, Clive,” vhe would t iv* to her nephew’, irj 
cicscril’ing the5e [■rendeut'S, “.-inJ, tl./nk Hc-vvcn’ can le 
rr-iiTocthn that st.-uion in life to which it I;n-. pica-ct! God w 
cal! me." 

I he gof-Kl l.uiy W35 called the Ditdie:-'. hy her fellow- 
tradesfolk in tlic square in which she lived, (i don't know 
what would Isav e come to her if she h:’.i! hern (old "-he w.vs a 
tradcjvvctnan!) Her butchers^, h.vfcer:, :ind mrirkct-p'.'ople 
paid lier as much re-ejK'Ct a- though *he had been a pr-andees 
i'.Qusckccpcr cut of Lcnip 'Foivn. Knowing her station, she 
vet was kind to tlua-e interior htinps. flic held rtEr.bic con- 
V ejN.ifion.s with them. She patronired iVlr Rogers, wito was 
said to tve worth .a hundred thousand pou.udi (or !b;., was it?', 
and who said, “ Law blcsN the old Duches’g she do ttukc as 
much of a pound of rcaJ-ctitlct as some would of a score cf 
bullocks; hut you see she’s a lady Ixsrn, and .n lady bred; 
file 0 die before she'd owe a farden, a.nd site's seen better 
Aays, you know.” ... Her tbhmottger (it w.as fine to hear 
her talk of my fishmonper ") would sell her a whiting as 
respectfully aj if she had called for a dtr/cn turbots and lob- 
sters. It vv.as beheved by those good folks that her father h.ad 
Men a bishop at the very least, and titc better days which she 
had known were supposed to signify some almost unearthly 
prospcniy. I have iilwaj-s found, Hannah,'’ the simple 
sou %\ou say, that people know ihcir place, or cm be 
very easily made to find it if they lose it; and if a gentle- 
woman dc^ not forget herself, her inferiors will not forget 
3 S C IS a gentlewoman.” “No, indeed, mum,” sa)*s 
Hannah, who carries away the tea-pot for her own breakfast 
to be transmitted to S.aily for her subsequc.it refection), 
whilst her mistress washes her cup and saucer, as her mother 
had washed her own china many scores of years ago. 

h-,5r"!? lodging-house keepers, as I 

have no doubt they did, disliked the little Duchc^ for the 
airs whicJi siie gave herself, as they averred, they must have 
196 •' 


BRIGHTON 

envied too her superior prosperity ; for there was scarcely 
ever a card in her window, whilst those ensigns in her neigh- 
bours’ houses would remain exposed to the flies and the 
weather, and disregarded by passers-by, for months together. 
She had many regular customers, or what should be called 
constant friends. Deaf old Mr Crickladc came every winter 
for fourteen years, and stopped until the hunting was over; 
an invaluable man, giving little trouble, passing all day on 
horseback, and all night over his rubber at tire club. The 
Misses Barkham, Barkhambury, Tunbridge Wells, whose 
father had been at college with Mr Honeyman, came 
regularly in June for sea air, letting Barkhambury for the 
summer season. Then for many years, she had her nephew, 
as we have seen, and kind recommendations from the clcrg}’- 
men of Brighton, and a constant friend in the celebrated 
Dr Goodenough of London, who had been her father’s 
private pupil, and of his college afterwards, who sent his 
patients from time to time down to her, and his fellow physi- 
cian, Dr H , who on his part would never take any fee 

from Miss Honeyman, except a packet of Indian curry- 
powder, a ham cured as only she knew how to cure them, and 
once a year or so, a dish of her tea. 

“Was there ever such luck as that confounded old 
Duchess’s?” says Mr Gawler, coal-merchant and lodging- 
house keeper, next door but two, whose lodgings were more 
odious in some respects than Mrs Bugsby’s own. “ Was there 
ever such devil’s own luck, Mrs G. ? It’s only a fortnight 
ago as I read in the Sussex Advertiser the death of Miss 
Barkham of Barkhambury, Tunbridge Wells, and thinks I, 
there’s a spoke myour wheel, you stuck-up little old Duchess, 
with your cussed airs and impudence. And she ain’t put her 
card up tliree days, and look ycre, ycre’s two carriages, two 
maids, three children, one of them wrapped up in a Hinjar 
shawl' — man hout a livery — blocks like a foring cove, I think 
— ^lady in satin pelisse; and of course they go to the Duchess, 
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be IwngcJ to her! Of course it's our luck; nothitig ever wat 
like our luck. I’m blovi-td if I don’t put a pistol to mj Vad, 
and end it, Mrs G. There they po in — three, four, six, 
Seven on ’em, and the man. That’s the precious child’s 
phpic, 1 suppcec he’s .a-carrjin’ in the basket. Jus: look at 
the luggage. I say! There’s a bl»x>dy lurid on the first 
carriage. It’s a baronet, is it? 1 ’epe your ladvship’s very 
well; and I ’ope Sir John wll roon l>e down vcrc to join hb 
family.” 

Mr Gawlcr makes sarcastic bows over the card in his bow- 
window whilst making this speech. The little Gawlers rush 
on to the drawing-room veranda themselves to examine the 
new arrivals. 

“This is Miss Honc\-man’s? ” asks the gentleman dcsig- 
ruted by Mr Gawler as the “ foring cove,” and hands in a 
card, on which the words “Miss Honeyman, Jio Steyne 
Gardens — ^J, Goodenough ” arc written in that celebrated 
ph)-sician’s lundwriting. “ We ss-ant fife bet-rooms, six bets, 
two or dree sitting-rooms. Have you got dese r ” 

“Will you speak to my mistress? ” says Hannah. And if 
it is a fact that Miss Honeyman dets happen to be in the 
front parlour looking at the carriages, what harm is there in 
the circumstance, pray? Is not Gawlcr looking, and tlic 
people next door? Arc not lulf a dozen little Iron's already 
gathered in the street (as if they started up out of the trap- 
doors for the 00 . 01 $) i and the nurscry-tnaids in the stunted 
little garden, arc they not looking through the bars of the 
square ? " Please to speak to mistress,” savs Hannah, opening 
the parlour-door, and witli a curtsy, “ A ccnticman about 
the apartments, mum.” 

Fife bet-rooms,” saj's the man entering, “ six bets, two 
or dree sitting-rooms? Wc gome from Dr Goodenough.” 

Are the apartments for you, sir ?”saj's the little Duchess, 

looking up at the large gentleman. 

" For my lady,” answers the man. 



TODGEPvS’S 

“ Had you licttcr no: tnkc off your hat ? ” asls the Duchcsn, 
pointing ovji of one of her little mittens to the ** foring cove’s ” 
beaver which he has neglected to remove. 

The man grins, and takes off the hat. “ I beck your 
Kirdon, ma’am,’* s.ays he. " Have you fife bet-rooms? *’ etc 
The Doctor has cured the Gcmwii of an illness, as well as 
his employers, and especially recommended Miss Honcyrnan 
to Mr Kuhn. 

“ I have suclt a number of apartments. My servant will 
show them to you.” And she walks luck with great state to 
her chair by tlic window, and resumes her smiion and work 
tJicre. 

Frin “Tfst Seiccc’-.cs ’’ 


TODGERS'S 

CJtARLES OICKKNS 

The drawing-room at Todgers’s was out of the common 
style; so muclj so, indeed, that you would iwrdly iuve taken 
it to be a drawing-room, unless you were told so by somebody 
who was in the secret. It w.-is floor-clothed all over; and the 
ceiling, including a great beam in the middle, was papered. 
Besides the tlircc little windows, with scats in them, com- 
manding the opposite arciiway, there was another window 
looking point-blank, without .any compromise at all about it, 
into Jinkins’s bedroom; and, high up, all along one side of 
the wall, w.as a strip of p.ancs of glass, two-ticep giving light 
to the staircase. There were the oddest closets possible, with 
little easements in them like eight-day clocks, lurking in the 
wainscot and taking the shape of the stairs; and the very door 
itself (which was painted black) liad two great glass eyes in its 
forehead, with an inquisitive green pupil in the middle of 
each. 

Here the gentlemen were all assembled. There was a 
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eencra! cry of “Hear, hear!” and “Bravo, Jink” when 
Mr Jinkins appeared with Charity on his arm; which 
became quite rapturous when Mr Gander followed, escorting 
Mercy, and Mr Pecksniff brought up the rear with Mrs 
Todgers. 

Then the presentations took place. They included a 
gentleman of a sporting turn who propounded questions on 
jockey subjects to the editors of Sunday papers, whiclt were 
regarded by his friends as rather stiff things to answer; and 
they included a gentleman of a theatrical turn, who had once 
entertained serious tlioughts of “ coming out,” but had been 
kept in by the wickedness of human nature; and they in- 
cluded a gentleman of a debating turn, who was strong at 
speech-making; and a gentleman of a litcrar}' turn, who wrote 
squibs upon the rest, and knew the weak side of everybody's 
cliaractcr but his own. There n-ns a gentleman of a vocal 
turn, and a gentleman of a smoking turn, and a gentleman 
of a convivial turn; some of the gentlemen had a turn for 
whist, and a large proportion of the gentlemen had a strong 
turn for billiards and betting. They had all, it may be pre- 
sumed, a turn for business; being all commercially employed 
in one way or other; and had, every one in his own way, a 
decided turn for p!e.asurc, to boot. Mr Jinkins was of a 
fashionable turn; being a regular frequenter of the parks on 
Sundays, and knowing a great many carriages by sight. He 
spoke mpteriously, too, of splendid women, and was sus- 
pected of having once committed himself with a countess, 
. . . Mr Jinkins, it may be added, was much the oldest of 
the party, being a fish-salesman’s bookkeeper, aged forty. 
He \v^ the oldest boarder also; and in right of his double 
seniority, took tlic lead in the house, as Mrs Todgers had 
already said. 

There was considerable delay in the production of dinner, 
and poor Mrs Todgers, being reproached in confidence by 
Jinkins, slipped in and out, at least twenty times to see about 
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it, always coming back as though she had no such thing upon 
her mind and hadn’t been out at all. But there was no hitch 
in the conversation, nevertheless, for one gentleman, who 
travelled in the perfumery line, exhibited an interesting nick- 
nack in the way of a remarkable cake of shaving soap that he 
had lately met with in Germany; and the gentleman of a 
literary turn recited (by desire) some sarcastic stanzas he 
recently produced on the freezing of the tank at the back of 
the house. These amusements, with the miscellaneous con- 
versation arising out of them, passed the time splendidly, until 
dinner was announced by Bailey junior in these terms, 

“ The wittles is up! ” 

On which notice tliey immediately descended to the 
banquet-hall; some of the more facetious spirits in the rear 
taking down gentlemen as if they were ladies, in imitation of 
the fortunate possessors of the two Miss Pecksniffs. 

Mr Pecksniff said grace — a. short and pious grace, invoking 
a blessing on the appetites of those present, and committing 
all persons who had nothing to eat to the care of Providence, 
whose business (so said die grace, in effect) it clearly was to 
look after them. This done, they fell to, with less ceremony 
than appetite; the table groaning beneath the weight not 
only of die delicacies whereof the Miss Pecksniffs had been 
previously forewarned, but of boiled beef, roast veal, bacon, 
pies, and abundance of such heavy vegetables as are favour- 
ably known to housekeepers for their satisfying qualities. 
Besides which, there were bottles of stout, botdes of wine, 
botdes of ale, and divers other strong drinks, native and 
foreign. 

All this was highly agreeable to the two Miss Pecksnifife 
who were in great request; sitting one on either hand of 
Mr Jinkins at the bottom of the table; and who were called 
upon to take wine with some new admirer every minute. 
They had hardly ever felt so pleasant, or so full of conversa- 
tion, in their lives ; Mercy, in particular, was uncommonly 
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brilliant, and said so many good things in the way of lively 
repartee that she was looked upon as a prodigy. “ In short,” 
as that young lady observed, “ they felt now, indeed, that 
they were in London, and for the first time, too.” 

Their young friend, Bailey, sympathised in these feelings 
to the fullest extent, and, abating nothing of his patronage, 
gave them every encouragement in his powerj favouring 
them when the general attention was diverted from his 
proceedings, with many nods and winks, and other tokens 
of recognition, and occasionally touching his nose with a 
cork-screw, as if to express the Bacchanalian character of 
the meeting. In truth, perhaps even the spirits of the Miss 
Pecksniffs, and the hungry watchfulness of Mrs Todgers, 
were less worthy of note than the proceedings of this remark- 
able boy, whom nothing disconcerted or put out of his way. 
If any piece of crockery, a dish or otherwise, chanced to slip 
through his hands (which happened once or twice) he let it 
go with perfect good breeding, and never added to the painful 
emotions of the company by exhibiting the least regret. Nor 
did he, by hurrying to and fro, disturb the repose of the 
assembly, as many well-trained sen'ants do; on the contrary, 
feeling the hopelessness of waiting on so large a party, he left 
the gentlemen to lielp themselves to what tliey wanted, and 
seldom^ stirred from Mr Jinkins’s chair, where, with his 
hands in his pockets, and his legs planted pretty wide apart, 
he led the laughter, and enjoyed the conversation. 

dessert was splendid. No waiting cither. The pud- 
ding-plates had been washed in a little tub outside the door 
while the cheese was on, and though they were moist and 
warm with friction, still there they were again — up to the 
mark, and true to time. Quarts of almonds; dozens of 
oranges; pounds of raisins; stacks of biffins ; soup-plates full 
of nuts. Oh ! Todgers’s could do it when it chose. Mind 
that. 

Then more wine came on, red wines and white wines; 
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and a large china bowl of punch, brewed by the gentleman 
of a convivial turn, who adjured the Miss Pecksniffs not to 
be despondent on account of its dimensions, as there were 
materials in the house for the decoction of half a dozen more 
of the same size. Good gracious, how they laughed! How 
they coughed, when they sipped it, because it was so strong; 
and how they laughed again when somebody vowed that, 
but for its colour, it might have been mistaken, in regard of 
its innocuous qualities, for new milk! What a shout of 
“No!” burst from the gentlemen when they pathetically 
implored Mr Jinkins to suffer them to qualify it with hot 
water; and how blushingly, and little by little, did each of 
them drink her whole glassful, down to its very dregs ! 

Now comes the trying time. The sun, as Mr Jinkins says 
(gentlemanly creature, Jinkins — never at a loss), is about to 
leave the firmament. “ Miss Pecksniff! ” says Mrs Todgers 

softly. “Win you 1 ” “Oh, dear, no more, Mrs 

Todgers.” Mrs Todgers rises; the two Miss Pecksniffs 
rise; all rise. Miss Mercy Pecksniff looks downward for 
her scarf. Where is it.? Dear me, where can it be? Sweet 
.girl, she has it on; not on her fair neck, but loose upon her 
flowing figure. A dozen hands assist her. She is all confu- 
sion. The youngest gentleman in company thirsts to murder 
Jinkins. She skips and joins her sister at the door. Her 
sister has her arm about the waist of Mrs Todgers. She 
winds her arm around her sister. Diana, what a picture 1 
The last things visible are a shape and a skip. “ Gentlemen, 
let us drink the ladies ! ” 

From '^Marlin ChuxxUwit " 
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BY COACH TO RUGBY 

THOMAS HUOU'-S 


f I \0.M atJt3rc--sffiJ him'clf to the cofTce nndjprattlcd 
I avitiy while lie ••vorkctl hiit'^clf into iii-; $hoe*i and 
^ his grcat-co. 1 t, weiJ svarmed through} a P.'.'tcijhatn 
,^coaf, with vehet coll.ir, made tight after' the al^rninaHc 
fashion of th<y:e ihij-s. And ju'-f a-; he is s'.eallowiiig his last 
mouthful, W'inding his comforter round hi' thro.it, atid titck- 
_ing the ends into the breast of his co.it, the horn foondf, 
Boots looks in, .ind j.iys, “ T.aliy-lio, sir.' *’ .and tliev hear the 
ring .and rattle of the four fast trotters .attd the town-made 
drag as it dashes up to the Peacock. 

Anything for us, Bobt " says the Inirly gu.ard, dropping 
*3 . j'apping himself across the clicst. 

J ouiig genl m'n, Rugby; three parcels, Leicester; 
liampcr o game, Rugbj-,” answers onlcr. 

I • young gent look alive,” says guard, opening the 

nnd-boot .and shooting in tlic pared./ after aenmining them 
Ip- the himps. Here, sjipve the portmanteau up .a-top, I’ll 
fasten him presently. Now then, sir, jump up beliind.” 
Caood-bye, fatiicr— my love at liome.” A last shake of 
1 C lan . Up goes Toni, the guard catching his hat-box and 
holding on with one hand while witli the other he daps his 
horn to his mouth. Toot, toot, toot ! the ostlers let go their 
hca*, the four ^.plunge at the collar, .and away goes the 
1 .aJiy-ho into the d.irkncss, fony-fivc seconds from tlic time 
icy pu c up; Ostler, Boots, and tlic Squire, stand looking 

after them under the Peacock Lamp. 

Sharp "'ork! says the Squire, and goes in .again to his 
bed, the coach being well out of sight and hearing. 
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And now the dawn breaks at the end of the fourth stage, 
and die coach pulls up at a little road-side inn with huge 
stables behind. There is a bright fire gleaming through the 
red curtains of the bar window, and the door is open. The 
coachman catclics his whip into a double thong, and throws 
it to the ostler; tlic steam of the horses rises straight 
up into the air. He lias put them along over the last two 
miles, and is two minutes before his time; he rolls down 
from the bov and into the inn. The guard rolls off behind. 
“Now, sir,” s.ays he to Tom, “you just jump down, and 
I’ll give you a drop of something to keep the cold out.” 

Tom finds a difficulty in jumping, or indeed, in finding 
the top of the wheel with his feet, tvhich may be in the ne.\'t 
world for all he feels; so the guard picks him off the coach- 
top, and sets him on his legs, and they stump off into the bar, 
and join the coachman, and the other outside passengers. 

Here a fresh-looking barm.iid serves them cacli with a 
glass of early purl, as they stand before the fire, coacliman 
and guard exchanging business remarks. The purl warms 
the cockles of Tom’s heart, and makes him cough. 

“ Rare tackle that, of a cold morning,” saj-s the coachman, 
smiling. “Time’s up!” They arc out again, and up: 
coadiec the last, gathering the reins into his hands and 
miking to Jem the ostler about the marc’s shoulder and then 
swinging himself up on the box — the horses dashing off at 
a canter before he falls into his scat. Toot, toot-tootlc-too 
goes the horn, and away they arc again, five and thirty miles 
on their road (nearly half-w.ay to Rugby thinks Tom), and 
the prospect of breakfast at the end of their stage. 

And now they begin to sec, and the early life of the 
countr)'side comes out; a market-cart or two, men in 
smock-frocks going to their work, pipe in mouth, a whiff of 
which is no bad smell this bright morning. The sun gets up, 
and the mist shines like silver gauze. They pass the hounds 
jogging along to a distant meet, at the heels of the huntsman’s 
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Frri'nuii. He .nhoc'ciicHih')! jvr.iuon.', r-nij Aeiicts J.i.T/'Jf 
5 .) 3 tanLird of .i!r, which h hrom:hi him hr the EjrjnisY 
Sports Kivin looS.s on eppro*. inplp. sit'd orderi a <i.t !o for riirrt'^ch. 

Tom has ottert kidiicv and pigeon pic, and irnhik-tS colTr^, 
til! hi? little sl-iri h r.‘ tight a.'* a drum} sn:J then h.ic the 
fiirthcr plc3',urc of p.t}i:!g head-waiter out t'f his owti pi;r?'r, 
in 3 cig.niiicd manner, r.itd vi*.:!’*:.? out Icf.trc ?!;e inn door tc> 
tec the hones put to. 'riii? i? done iefturcly at.d in a highlr 
fmishci! m.anncr by the o-atiers, r.< if they enjoyed tite not 
being Jturried. Co;teiim.w cornes out vvit}i fi’n way-bill, am! 
pufiing a fat dp.rr which the tport-r'an has pjvef) him. 
(Juard emerges from tlic tap, where lie prefe.’^s brotfastinp, 
iiching round a toiit;h-!o<sking dsmbtfu! ciiercxit, whicit you 
might tic round your finger, and three whins of whicit would 
hnocL- any one che out of time. 

Tlic pinks 5t.and abottt the inn-door ligliting cigars and 
wailing to rcc us sr.-irt, while their haci? .ere led up and dowti 
the market-pl.acc on wiiicit the itm looL'-. Tiicy all know 
our sporuman, and we fed a rc.'lcctcd credit when we $ee 
hint chatting and lautthing with them. 

“ Now, sir, pk.-i?c,” sap the coachman ; all the rest of the 
passengers arc up, and the guard is locking tlic hind-hoot. 

“A good run to you! " sap the sportsman to the pink?, 
and is by the coachman’s side in no time. 

“ Let ’em go, Dick! ” The osticn: /iy back, drawing off 
the cloths from their glossy loins, and away we go through 
the market-place and dowti the High Street, Inokiitg in a: 
the first-fioor window's and seeing several worthy burgesses 
shaying thereat; while all the shop-bop who arc cleaning 
the windows, and house-maids who arc doing the steps, stop 
and look pleased as we rattle p.a£t, as if it were a part of their 
legitimate morning’s amusement. We dear the town and 
arc well out in the hedgerows again as the dock strikes eight. 

The sun shines almost warmly, and breakfast has oiled all 
springs and loosened all tongues. Tom is encouraged by a. 
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remark or two of the guard’s between the puffs of his oily 
cheroot, and besides is getting tired of not talking. He is 
too full of his destination to talk about anything else, and so 
asks the guard if he knows Rugby. 

“ Goes through it every day of my life. Twenty minutes 
afore twelve down — ten o’clock up.” 

“ Wliat sort of a place is it, please? ” says Tom. 

Guard looks at him rvith a comical expression. “ Werr}’ 
out-o’-the-way place, sir, no paving to streets nor no lighting. 
’Mazin’ big horse and c.attlc fair in autumn — lasts a week — 
just over now. Takes town a week to get clean after it. 
Fairish hunting country. But slow place, sir, slow place: off 
the main road you see — only three coaches a d.ay, and one on 
’em a two-oss wan, more like a hearse nor a coach. Regu- 
lator comes from Oxford. Young gcnl’m’n at school calls him 
Pig and Whistle, and goes up to college by him (six miles an 
hour) when they goes to enter. Belong to school, sir? ” 

“Yes,” says Tom, not unwilling for the moment that the 
guard should think him an old boy. But tlien having some 
qualms as to the trutli of the assertion, and seeing that if he 
were to assume the character of an old boy he couldn’t go 
on asking the questions he wanted, added — “ that is to say. 
I’m on my way there. I’m a new boy.” 

The guard looked as if he knew this quite as well as Tom. 

“You’re werry late, sir,” says the guard; “only six 
weeks to-day to the end of the half.” Tom assented. “ We 
takes up fine loads this day six weeks and the Monday and 
Tuesday arter. Hopes we shall have the pleasure of carrying 
you back.” 

Tom said he hoped they would, but he thought within him- 
self that his fate would probably be the Pig and Whistle. . . . 

Tom showed such undisguised and opcn-moutlted interest 
in his narratives, that the old guard rubbed up his memory, 
and launched out into a graphic history of all the perform- 
ances of the boys on the roads for the last twenty years. Off 
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:hc ronJ lie couldn't go; the exploit mu?t have been con- 
nected with horvcs or vchiclts to hang in the oh! fellow s 
head. 'Font tried him oiT his own ground once or twice, but 
found he knew nothing beyond, and so let him have his head, 
and the rest of the road howled c.-.sily aw.ay; for old Blow- 
hard (as the bo)^; called him) w?.s .a dry old hie, with mtich 
kindnc.ss and humour, .and a cipita! spinner of a yarn when 
he had broken the neck of bis (Lay's work, and got plenty of 
ale under his belt. 

The guard had just hnhhcd an account of .a desperate 
fight which had liappcned at one of the fairs between the 
drovers and the farmers with their whips, and the bop with 
cricket-bats and wickets, which .arose nut of a playful but 
objectionable practice of the boys going round to the public- 
houses and taking the linch-pins out of the wheels of the 
gigs, and was moralising on the way in which the Doctor, 
“ a terrible stern man he’d heard tell,” had come down upon 
several of the performers, "sending three on 'em olT next 
morning, each in a po-chay with a parish constable,” when 
they turned a corner and neared the milestone, the third 
from Rugby. By the stone two bop stood, their jackets 
buttoned tight, waiting for the coach. 

" Look here, sir,” sap the guard, after giving a sharp 
toot-toot, “ there’s two on ’em, out and out runners they be. 
They comes out about twice or three times a-week, and 
spirts a mile alongside of us.” 

And as they came up, sure enough away went the two bop 
along the footpath, keeping up with the horses; the first, a 
light, dean-made fellow, going on springs, the other stout 
and round-shouldered, labouring in his pace, but going as 
dogged as a bull-terrier. 

Old Blow-hard looked on admiringly'. “ See how beau- 
tiful that there ’un holds hisself together, and goes from his 
hips, sir,” said he; “he’s a ’mazin’ fine runner. Now, 
many coachmen as drives a first-rate team’d put it on, and 
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try and pass ’em. But Bob, sir, bless you, he’s tender- 
hearted; he’d sooner pull in a bit if he see’d ’em a getting 
beat. I do b’lieve, too, as that there un’d sooner break his 
heart than let us go by him afore next milestone.” ' 

At the second milestone the boys pulled up short, and 
waved their hats to the guard, who had his watch out and 
shouted “4.56,” thereby indicating that the mile had been 
done in four seconds under the five minutes. They passed 
set'eral more parties of boys, all of them objects of the deepest 
interest to Tom, and came in sight of the town at ten minutes 
before twelve. Tom fetched a long breath, and thought he 
had never spent a pleasanter day. Before he went to bed he 
had quite settled that it must be the greatest day he should 
ever spend, and didn’t alter his opinion for many a long year 
— if he has 3'’et. 

From ‘‘'Tom Brown's Schooldays ” 
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CHARLES DICKENS 

There was no Northern Railway at that time, and in its 
place there were stage-coaches; which I occasionally find 
myself, in common with some other people, affecting to 
lament now, but which everybody dreaded as a very serious 
penance then. I had secured the box-seat on the fastest of 
these, and my business in Fleet Street was to get into a cab 
with my portman teau, so as to make the best of my way to 
the Peacock Inn at Islington, where I was to join this coach. 
But when one of our Temple watchmen, who carried my 
portmanteau into Fleet Street for me, told me about the 
huge blocks of ice that had for some days past been floating 
in the river, having closed up in the night and made a walk 
from the Temple gardens over to the Surrey shore, I be^n 
to ask myself the question whether the box-seat would not 
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be likely to put a siulileti anti a frosty end to my unhappiness. 
I was lieartbroken, it w.as true, and yet I was not quite so far 
gone .as to wisli to be frozen to dcatlt. 

When I got up to tlic Peacock — v/herc I found everybody 
drinking Itot purl in self-prcscrvat'on — I asked if there were 
an inside scat to spare, I then discovered tliac, inside or our, 
I was the only passenger. 'Phis gave me a still livelier idea 
of the great inclemency of the weather, since that coadt 
nlwap loaded particularly well. However I took a little 
purl (which I found uncommonly good}, and got into the 
coach. Vrlien I w.is seated they built me up with straw to 
the waist, and, conscious of mab'ng a rather ridiculous 
appearance, I began my journey. 

It was still dark when wc left rite Peacock. For ri linlc 
while, pale, uncertain ghosts of houses and trees appeared 
and sanished, and then it was hard, black, frozen day. 
People were^ lighting their fires; smoke was mounting 
straight up high into the rarefied air; and wc were rattling 
for Highgate Archway over the hardest ground I liave ever 
heard the ring of iron shoes on. As wc got into the country 
cvcrj'thing seemed to have grown old and grey. The roads, 
the trees, thatched roofs of cottages and homesteads, the ricks 
in farmer s yards. Out-door work v.as abandoned, horse 
troughs at roadside inns were frozen hard, no straggler; 
louiiged about, doors were close shut, little turnpike houses 
had blazing fires inside, and children (even turnpike people 

avc children, and seem to like them) rubbed the frost from 
tJic little panes of glass with their cliubby arms, that their 
bright eyes might catch a glimpse of the solitary coach going 
by. I don’t know when the snow began to set in; but I 
fmow that we were changing liorses somewhere when I heard 
the guard remark, ‘ That the old lady up in the sky was 
picking her geese pretty hard to-day." Then, indeed, I found 
the white down falling fast and thick. 

The lonely day wore on, and I dozed it out, as a lonely 
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traveller does. I was warm and valiant after eating and 
drinking, — particularly after dinner; cold and depressed at 
all other times. I was always bewildered as to time and 
place, and always more or less out of my senses. The coach 
and horses seemed to execute in chorus Auld Lang Syne^ 
without a moment’s intermission. They kept the time and 
tune with the greatest regularity, and rose into the swell at 
the beginning of the Refrain with a regularity that worried 
me to death. While we changed horses the guard and coach- 
man went stumping up and down the road, printing off their 
shoes in tlie snow, and poured so much liquid consolation 
into themselves, without being any the worse for it, that 
I began to confound them, as it darkened again, with two 
great white casks standing on end. Our horses tumbled down 
in solitary places, and we got them up, — which was the 
pleasantest variety I had, for it warmed me. And it snowed 
and snowed, and still it snowed, and never left off snowing. 

I forget where we were at noon on the second day, and 
where we ought to have been; but I know that we were 
scores of miles behindhand, and that our case was growing 
worse every hour. The drift was becoming prodigiously 
deep; landmarks were getting snowed out; the road and 
the fields were all one ; instead of having fences and hedge- 
rows to guide us, we went crunching on over an unbroken 
surface of ghastly white that might sink beneath us at any 
moment and drop us down a whole hillside. Still the coach- 
man and the guard, who kept together on the box, always 
in council," and looking well about them, — made out the track 
with astonishing sagacity. 

When we came in sight of a town, it looked to my fency 
like a large drawing on a slate, with abundance of slate-pencil 
ex^iended on the churches and houses where the snow lay 
thickest. When we came within a town, and found the 
church clocks all stopped, the dial-faces choked with snow, 
and the inn-signs blotted out, it seemed as if the whole place 
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were overgrown with white moss. As to tiic co-tch, it was 
a mere snow-ball; similarly the men and l>o}-s who ran along 
beside us to the totvn’s end, turning our dogged svhccis and 
encouraging our liorses were men and bovs of snow; and the 
bleak wild solitude to which they at last dismissed us was a 
snowy Sahara. One would have' thought this enough; not- 
withstanding which, I pledge my word that it snowed and 
snowed, and never left oft snowing. 

We performed jiuld Syne the wliolc day; seeing 

nothing, out of towns and vill.ages, but the track of stalls, 
hares and foxes, and sometimes of bird>. At nine o’dock at 
night, on a Yorkshire moor, a cheerful burst from our horn, 
and a welcome sound of talking, with a glimmering and 
moving about of lanterns, roused me from my drowsy state. 
I found that we were going to change. 

They helped me out, and I said to a waiter, whose bare 
head became as white .as King Lear’s in a single minute, 
“What Inn is thisf” 

“The Holly-Tree, Sir,” said he. 

“ Upon my word, I believe,” said I apologetically, to the 
guard and coachman, “ that / must stop here.” 

Now the landlord, and the landlady, and tlic ostler, and 
the postboy, and all the stable authorities had already asked 
the coachman, to the wide-eyed interest of all the rest of the 
establishment, if he meant to go on, 'Fhe coachman had 
already replied “Yes, he’d take her througli it,” meaning 
by Her thecoacli, — “if so be as George would stand by him.” 
George was the guard, and he had already sworn that he 
would stand by him. So the helpers were already getting the 
horses out. 

My declaring myself beaten after this parley was not an 
announcement without preparation. Indeed, but for the way 
to the announcement being smoothed by the parley, I more 
than doubt whether, as an innately bashful man, I should 
have had the confidence to make it. As it wais, it received 
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the approval even of the guard and coachman. Therefore 
with many confirmations of my inclining, and many remarks 
from one bystander to another, that the gentleman could go 
for’ard by the mail to-morrow, whereas to-night he would 
only be froze, and where was the good of a gentleman being 
froze ? — ah ! let alone buried alive (which latter clause was 
added by a humorous helper as a joke at my expense, and 
was extremely well received), I saw my portmanteau got out 
stiff, like a frozen body, did the handsome thing by the guard 
and coachman; wished them good-night and a prosperous 
journey; and, a little ashamed of myself, after all, for leaving 
them to fight it out alone, followed the landlord, landlady, 
and waiter of the Holly-Tree upstairs. 

I thought that I had never seen such a large room as that 
into which they showed me. It had five windows, with dark 
red curtains that would have absorbed the light of a general 
illumination; and there were complications of drapery at 
the top of the curtains that went wandering about the wall 
in a most extraordinary manner. I asked for a smaller room 
and they told me there was no smaller room. They could 
screen me in, however, the landlord said. They brought a 
great old japanned screen, with natives (Japanese, I suppose) 
engaged in a variety of idiotic pursuits all over it; and left 
me roasting whole before an immense fire. 

My bedroom was some quarter of a mile off, up a great 
staircase at the end of a long gallery; and nobody knows 
what a misery this is to a bashful man who would rather not 
meet people on the stairs. It was the grimmest room I have 
ever had the nightmare in; and all the furniture, from the 
four posts of the bed to the two old silver candlesticks, was 
tall, high-shouldered and spindle-waisted. Below, in my 
sitting-room, if I looked round my screen, the wind rushed 
at me like a mad bull ; if I stuck to my arm-chair the fire 
scorched me to the colour of a new brick. 

The chimney-piece was very high, and there was a bad 
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glass — what I may call a wavy glass — above it, which when 
I stood up, just showed me my anterior phrenolo^'cal de- 
velopments, — and these never look tvell, in any subject, cut 
short off at the eye-brow. If I stood with my back to the 
fire, a gloomy vault of darkness above and bey’ond the screen 
insisted on being looked atj and, in its dim remotenes ^e 
drapery of the ten curtains of the five windows went twisting 
and creeping about like a nest of gigantic worms. . . . 

Trying to settle down, therefore, in my solitude, I first 
of all asked what books there were in the house. The waiter 
brought me a Book of Roads, two or three old Newspapers, a 
little Song-Book, terminating in a collection of Toasts and 
Sentiments, a little Jest Book, an odd volume of Peregrine 
Pickle, and the Sentimental Journey. I knew everj' word of 
the two last already, but I read ^em through again, then 
tried to hum all the songs, [Juld Lang Syne was among them) ; 
tvent entirely through the jokes, — in which I found a fund 
of melancholy adapted to my state of mind; proposed all the 
toasts, enunciated all the sentiments, and mastered the papers. 
The latter had nothing in them but stock advertisements, a 
meeting about a county rate, and a highway robbery. As 
I am a greedy reader, I could not make this supply hold out 
till night, it was exhausted by tea-time. Being then entirely 
cast upon my own resources, I got through an hour in 
considering what to do next Ultimately it came into my 
head that I would endeavour to recall my experience of Inns, 
and would try' how long it lasted me. I stirred the fire, 
moved my chair a little to one side of the screen, — not daring 
to go far, for I knew the wind was waiting to make a rush at 
me, I could hear it growling, — and began. . . . That was 
a good Inn down in "Wiltshire where I put up once in the 
days of the hard Wiltshire ale, and before all beer was bitter- 
ness. It was on the skirts of Salisbury Plain, and the midnight 
wnnd that rattled my lattice window came moaning at me 
from Stonehenge. There was a hanger-on at that establish- 
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merit (a supernaturally preserved Druid, I believe him to ' 
have been, and to be still), with long white hair, and a flinty 
blue eye, always looking afer off j who claimed to hai'e been , 
a shepherd, and who seemed to be ever watching for the 
re-appearance on the verge of the horizon, of some ghostly 
flock of sheep that had been mutton for many ages. He was 
a man with a weird belief in him that no-one could count 
the stones of Stonehenge twice, and make the same number 
of them; likewise that any one who counted them three 
times nine times, and then stood in the centre, and said 
“I dare!” would behold a tremendous apparition, and be 
stricken dead. He pretended to have seen a bustard (I suspect 
him to have been familiar with the dodo), in the manner 
following: He was out upon the plain at the close of a late 
auturhn day, when he dimly discerned going on before him 
at a curious fitfully bounding pace, what he at first supposed 
to be a gig-umbrella, that had been blown from some con- 
veyance, but what he presently believed to be a lean dwarf 
man upon a little pony. Having followed this object for some 
distance without gaining on it, and having called to it several 
times without receiving any answer, he pursued it for miles 
and miles, when, at length coming up with it, he discovered 
it to be the last bustard in Great Britain, degenerated into a 
wingless state, and running along the ground. Resolved to 
capture him, or perish in the attempt, he dosed with the 
bustard ; but the bustard, who had formed a counter resolu- 
tion that he should do neither, threw him, stunned him, and 
was last seen making off due west. This weird man, at that 
stage of metempsychosis, may have been a sleep-walker or 
an enthusiast, or a robber; but I awoke one night to find him 
in the dark at my bed-side, repeating the Athanasian Creed 
in a terrific voice. I paid my bill next day, and retired from 
the county, with all possible precipitation. 

. . . Once I passed a fortnight at an Inn in the North of 
England, where I was haunted by the ghost of a tremendous 
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pic. It was a Yorkshire pic, like a fort, — an abandoned fort, 
with nothing in it; but the waiter had a fixed idea that it 
was a point of ceremony at every meal to put the pie on the 
table. After some da^’s I tried to hint, in several delicate 
ways, that I considered the pic done with; as for example, 
by emptying fiig ends of glasses of wine into it; putting 
cheese plates and spoons into it, as into a basket; putting 
wine-bottles into it, as into a cooler; but all in v'ain, the pic 
being invariably cleaned out again and brought up as before. 
At last, beginning to be doubtful whether I was not tlie 
victim of a spectral illusion, and whether my health and 
spirits might not sink under the horrors of an imaginary pie, 

I cut a triangle out of it fully as large as the instrument of 
that name in a powerful orchestra. Human prevision could 
not have foreseen the result — but the waiter mended the pie. 
With some effectual species of cement, he adroitly fitted the 
triangle in again, and I paid my reckoning and fled. 

The Holly-Tree was getting rather dismal. I made an 
overland expedition beyond the screen, and penetrated as far 
as the fourth window. Here I was driven back by stress of 
weather. Arrived at my winter-quarters once more, I made 
up the fire, and took another Inn. 

It was in the remotest part of Cornwall. A great annual 
Miner’s Feast was being holden at the Inn, when I and my 
travelling companions presented ourselves at night among 
the wild crowd that were dancing before it by torchlight. 
We had had a breakdown in the dark, on a stony morass some 
miles away; and I had the honour of leading one of the 
unharnessed post-horses. If any lady or gentleman on peru- 
sal of these present lines, will take any very tall post-horse, 
with his traces hanging about his legs, and will conduct him 
by the bearing-rein into the heart of a country dance of a 
hundred and fifty couples, that lady or gentleman will then, 
and then only, form an adequate idea of the extent to which 
that post-horse will tread on his conductor’s toes. Over and 
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above which, the post-horse, finding three hundred people 
whirling about him, will probably rear, and also lash out with 
his hind-legs in a manner incompatible with dignity or self- 
respect on his conductor’s part. With such little drawbacks 
on my usually impressive aspect, I appeared at this Cornish 
Inn, to the unutterable wonder of the Cornish Miners. It 
was full, and twenty times full, and nobody could be received 
but the post-horse, — ^though to get rid of that noble animal 
was something. While my fellow-travellers and I were 
discussing how to pass the night and so much of the next day 
as must intervene before the jovial blacksmith and the jovial 
wheelwright would be in a condition to go out on the morass 
and mend the coach, an honest man stepped forth from the 
crowd, and proposed his unlet floor of two rooms, with 
supper of eggs and bacon, ale and punch. We joyfully 
accompanied him home to the strangest of clean houses, 
where we were well entertained to the satisfaction of all 
parties. But the novel feature of the entertainment was, that 
our host was a chairmaker, and that the chairs assigned to us 
were mere frames altogether without bottoms of any sort; 
so that we passed the evening on perches. Nor was this the 
absurdest consequence, for when we unbent at supper, and 
any one of us gave way to laughter, he forgot the peculiarity 
of his position and instantly disappeared. I myself doubled 
up in an attitude from which self-extrication was impossible, 
was taken out of my frame like a clown in a comic pantomime 
who has tumbled into a tub, five times by the taper’s light 
during the eggs and bacon. 

• . . This reminiscence brought the Welsh Inns in 
general before me; with the women in their round hats, 
and the harpers with their white beards (venerable, but hum- 
bugs, I am afraid), playing outside the door while I took my 
dinner. The transition was natural to the Highland Inns, 
with the oatmeal bannocks, the honey, the venison steaks, 
and perhaps (having the materiak so temptingly at hand) 
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the Athol brosc. Once was I coming south from tlie Scottish 
Highlands in hot haste, hoping to change quickly at the 
station at the bottom of a certain wild historiail glen, w'hcn 
these eyes did with mortification sec the landlord come out 
vtith a telescope and sweep the whole prospect for the 
horses; which horses were away picking up their owm living, 
and did not heave in sight under four hours. Having thought 
of the loch trout, I wms taken by quick association to the 
Anglers’ Inns of England (I have assisted at innumerable 
feats of angling by lying in the bottom of the boat, vvholc 
surnmer days, doing nothing with the greatest perseverance; 
which I have generally found to be as effectual towards the 
taking of fish as tlie finest tackle ant! the utmost science), 
and to the pleasant, white, clean, flowerpot-decorated bed- 
rooms of those inns, overlooking the river, and the ferry, 
and the green ait, and the church-spire, and the country 
bridge and to the peerless Emma with the bright eyes and 
the pretty smile, who waited, bless her! with a natural grace 
that would have converted Bluebeard. Casting my eyes upon 
I next discerned among the glowing 
coals the pictures of a score or more of those wonderful 
posting-inns, which we are all so sorry to have lost, which 
were so large, and^ so comfortable, and which were such 
monuments of British submission to rapacity and extortion. 
He who would see these houses pining away, let him w'alk 
from Basingstoke or even from Windsor, to London, by way 
of Hounslovv and moralize on their perishing remains; the 
stables crumbling to dust; unsettled labourers and tvanderers 
bivouacking m the outhouses; grass growing in the yards; 
the rooms where erst so many hundred beds of down were 

at eighteenpence a week; 
a httie ill-looking beer-shop shrinking in the tap of former 
days burning coach-house doors for firewood, having one 
of Its two windows bunged up. as if it had received punish- 
ment m a fight with the Railroad; a low, bandy-legged, 
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brick-making bull-dog standing in the doorway. What 
could I next see in my fire so naturally as the new railway- 
house of these times near die dismal country station ; with 
nothing particular on draught but cold air and damp, nothing 
worth mentioning in the larder but new mortar, and no 
business doing beyond a conceited affectation of luggage in 
the hall? 


From “ The HoHy-tree ” 


EFFECTS OF THE RAILWAYS ON A 
COUNTRY TOWN 

ANTHONY TROLLOPE 

The town of Courcy — for the place claimed to rank as a 
town — was in many particulars like the castle. It was built 
of dingy-red brick — almost more brown than red — and was 
solid, dull-looking, ugly and comfortable. It consisted of 
four streets, which were formed by two roads crossing each 
other, making at the point of junction a centre for the town. 
Here stood the Red Lion ; had it been called die brown lion, 
the nomenclature would have been more correct; and here, 
in the old days of coaching, some life had been wont to stir 
itself at those hours in the day and night when the Free- 
traders, Tallyhoes, and Royal Mails changed their horses. 
But now there was a railway station a mile and a half distant, 
and the moving life of the town of Courcy was confined to 
the Red Lion omnibus, which seemed to pass its entire time 
in going up and down between the town and the station, 
quite unembarrassed by any great weight of passengers. 

There were, so said the Courcyites when away from 
Courcy, excellent shops in the place; but they were not die 
less accustomed when at home among themselves, to com- 
plain to eacli other of die vile extortion with which they were 
treated hy their neighbours. The ironmonger, therefore, 
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though he loudly asserted that he could beat Bristol in the 
quality of his wares in one direction and undersell Gloucester 
in another, bought his tea and sugar on the sly in one of those 
larger towns; and the grocer, on the other hand, equally 
distrusted the pots and pans of home production. Trade, 
tlierefore, at Courcy had not thriven since the railway had 
opened : and, indeed, had any patient inquirer stood at tlie 
cross through one entire day, counting the customers who 
entered the neighbouring shops, he might well have wondered 
that any shops m Courcy could be kept open. 

^ And how changed has been the bustle of that once noisy 
mn to the present death-like silence of its green court-v-ard ! 
1 here a lame ostler crawls about with his hand thrust into 
^pacious pockets of his jacket, feeding on memoir, 
are omnibus jades, and three sorry posters, 

Sei Ir where twenty grains 

d?v wS h consumed during the 

60^1^^ ^- pilferer. 

whatTre f^v discourse with me. Let us know 

has conferred ' ° inestimable benefits which science 

— othe? How dost thou, 

Snhs of steam, 

entll TOusav expresses? But indiffer- 

S ou/o’ tWsVre ^ o’ ’oSSCS 

fhere be’an XHo 

There was the 7 ul-„°;S’C’„:\rb"“ 'if’ 

this ’un’s vather-why, whe^he’d c^L d^"' i u' 

tooter and the young gen’lemer! 

young leddies, Ld them the seiVams-^thf/d be'^l" S' 
g-dest folk of all-and then the Juik anltlie dotT^s- 

now-^!!!” ThTfeel-' B«t 

now. The feeling of scorn and contempt which the 
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lame ostler was enabled by his native talent to throw into 
that word ‘ now ’ was quite as eloquent against the power of 
steam as anything that has been spoken at dinners, or written 
in pamphlets by the keenest admirers of latter-day lights. 

“ Why, luke at this ’ere town,” continued he of the sieve, 
“ tlic grass be a’growing in the very streets ; that can’t be no 
good. Why, luke ’ee here, zur; I do be a’standing at this ’ere 
gateway, just this way, hour arter hour, and my heyes is 
hopen mostly; I zees who’s a’coming and who’s a’going. 
Nobody’s a’coming, and nobody’s a’going; that can’t be no 

gude. Luke at that there omnibus; why, darn me ” 

and now in his eloquence at this peculiar point my friend 
became more loud and powerful than ever — “ why, darn me, 
if maister hams enough with that there buss to put hiron 
on them there ’osses’ feet, I’ll — be — blowed!” And as he 
uttered this hypothetical denunciation of himself he spoke 
very slowly, bringing out each word as it were separately, 
and, lowering himself at the knees at every sound, moving 
at the same time his right hand up and down. When he had 
finished, he fixed his eyes upon the ground, pointing down- 
wards, as if there was to be tlie site of his doom if the curse 
that he had called down upon himself should come to pass: 
and then, waiting no further converse, he hobbled away 
melancholy, to his deserted stables. 

Oh, my friend! my poor lame friend, it will avail nothing 
to tell thee of Liverpool and Manchester; of the glories of 
Glasgow, with her flourishing banks; of London with its 
tliird million of inhabitants; of the great things which 
commerce is doing for this nation of thine! What is com- 
merce to thee, unless it is commerce in posting on that worn- 
out, all but useless, great western turnpike road? There is 
nothing left for thee but to be carted away as rubbish — for 
thee, and for many of us in these now prosperous daj's ; oh, my 
melancholy, care-ridden friend! 

From “Doclor Theme ” 
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A PAIR OF ‘ORIGINALS’ 

SIR WALTER SCOTT 

A mid a heap of books and other literary lumber, 
which had accumulated round him, sat, in his well- 
-worn leathern elbow-chair, the learned minister of 
St Ronan’sj a thin, spare man beyond the middle age, of a 
dark complexion, but with eyes, which, though now obscured 
and %'acant, had once been bright, soft, and expressive, and 
whose features seemed interesting, the rather that, notwith- 
standing the carelessness of his dress, he was in the habit of 
performing his ablutions with Eastern precision; for he had 
forgot neatness but not cleanliness. His hair might have 
appeared much more disorderly, had it not been thinned by 
time, and disposed chiefly around the sides of his countenance 
and the back part of his head; black stockings, ungartered, 
marked his professional dress, and his feet were thrust into 
dd slip-shod shoes which served him instead of slippers. 
The rest of his garments, so Hr as visible, consisted in a plaid 
nightgown wrapt in long folds round his stooping and 
length of body, and reaching down to the slippers 
aforesaid. He w^ so intently engaged in studying the book 
before him, a folio of no ordinary bulk, that he totally dis- 
regarded the noise which Mr Touchwood made in entering 
the rooin, as well as the coughs and hems, with which he 
thought It proper to announce his presence. 

^ No notice being taken of these inarticulate signals, Mr 
1 ouenwood, however great an enen^^ he was to ceremony, 
saw the nec^ity of introducing his business as an apology 
for his intrusion . 

Hem! sir ha, hem! — ^you see before you a person 
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in some distress for want of society, who has taken the liberty 
to call on you as a good pastor, who may be, in Christian 
charity, willing to afford him a little of your company, since 
he is tired of his own.” 

Of this speech Mr Cargill only understood the words 
“ distress ” and “ charity,” sounds with which he was well 
acquainted, and which never failed to produce some effect 
on him. He looked at his visitor with lack-lustre eye, and, 
without correcting the first opinion he had formed, though 
the stranger’s plump and sturdy frame, as well as his nicely 
brushed coat, glancing cane, and, above all, his upright and 
self-satisfied manner, resembled in no respect the dress, form, 
or bearing of a mendicant, he quietly thrust a shilling into 
his hand, and relapsed into the studious contemplation which 
the entrance of Touchwood had interrupted. 

“ Upon my word, my good sir,” said his visitor, surprised 
at a degree of absence of mind which he could hardly have 
conceived possible, “ you have entirely mistaken my object” 
am sorry my mite is insufficient, my friend,” said the 
dergyman, without raising his eyes, “ it is all I have at 
present to bestow.” 

” If you will have the kindness to look up for a moment, 
my good sir,” said the traveller, “you may possibly perceive 
that you labour under a considerable mistake.” 

Mr Cargill raised his head, recalled his attention, and, 
seeing that he had a well-dressed, respectable-looking person 
before him, he exclaimed in much confusion, “ Ha! — yes — 
on my word I was so immersed in my book — I believe — 
I think I have the pleasure to see my worthy friend Mr 
Lavender?” 

“ No such thing, Mr Cargill,” replied Mr Touchwood. 
“ I will save you the trouble of trying to recollect me — you 
never saw me before. But do not let me disturb your studies 
-T-I am in no hurry, and my business can wait your leisure.” 

“I am much obliged,” said Mr Cargill ; “ have the goodness 
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to take a chair, if you can find one — I have a train of 
thought to recover — a slight calculation to finish — and then 
I am at your command.” 

... A long pause of total silence ensued, only disturbed 
by the rustling leaves of the folio from which Mr Cargill 
seemed to be making extracts, and now and then by a little 
exclamation of impatience, when he dipped his pen, as hap- 
pened once or twice, into his snuff-box, instead of the ink- 
stand which stood beside it. At length, just as Mr Touch- 
wood began to think the scene as tedious as it was singular, 
the abstracted student raised his head and spoke as if in 

^liloaiUr. “From Aeon, Accor, or St John of Acre, to 
"Jerusalem, how far? ” 

^ ^ Twenty-three miles north-north-west,” answered his 
visitor, without hesitation. 

Vi ^ expressed no more surprise at a question which 

he had put to himself being answered by another, than if he 
had found the distance on the map, and, indeed, was not 
probably atv^re of the medium through which his question 

tegor of the answer alone 
Tnl ’■eply— “Twenty-three miles— 

^gulphus, laying his hand on the volume, “ and Jeffrey 

Winesauf do not agree in this.” 

autZZ contradicted their authority, sir, with- 

out^using such an ex-pression,” said the divine gm^^ely! 

would said Mr Touchwood “but 

W PHchment fellows with me, that 

You have been in Palestine, then?” said Mr Careill 
drawing himself upright in his chair, and speaking with 
eagerness and with interest. wiiu 

Doctor, and at Acre too. Why, I 
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was there the month after BojigyjQundjtl oo har^ 
crack.— I dined with Sir Sidney’s chum— old Djez^r Pacha, 
al^dln excellent dinner we had, but for a d^ert of noses and 
ears brought on after the last remove, which spoiled my 
digestion. Old Djezzar thought it so good a joke, that you 
hardly saw a man in Acre whose face was not as flat as the 
palm of my hand. Gad, I respect my olfactory organ, an 
set off the next morning as fast as the most cursed har - 
trotting dromedary that ever fell to poor pilgrim s ot cou 

contrive to tramp.” ^ -j n/r, 

“ If you have really been in the Holy Land, sir, said Mr 
Cargill, whom the reckless gaiety of Touchwood s manner 
rendered somewhat suspicious of a trick, you wi e 
materially to enlighten me on the subject of , 

. “They happened before my time. Doctor, replied the 

traveller. . . r 

“ You are to understand that my curiosity refers to tn^^ 
geography of the countries where these events took place, 

answered Mr Cargill. <■ >’ 

“Oh! as to that matter, you are lighted on your teet, 
s.aid Mr Touchwood; “ for the time present I can you. 

, Turk, Arab, Copt and Druse, I know every one of them, 
and can make you as well acquainted with as • 

Without stirring a step beyond your thresho , you ^ 
know Syrja^as well as I -do. But one good^turn deserv 
anotlw — in that case you must dine with tne. 

“ I go seldom abroad, sir,” said the minister, wit ^ S 
deal of hesitation, for his habits of solitude and seclusion could 
not be entirely ovefcorhe, even by the expectation rai y 
the traveller’s discourse, “ yet I cannot deiy myse 
pleasure of waiting on a gentleman possesse o so 

wShen,” said Mr Touchwood, “ three be the hour— 
I never dine later, and always to a minute ^n P .* 
the Cleikum Inn, up the way; where Mrs Do s is a 
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moment busy in making ready such a dinner as your learning 
has seldom seen, Doctor, for I brought the receipts from die 
four different quarters of the globe.” 

Upon tliis treaty they parted, and Mr Cargill, after musing 
for a short while on the singular chance diat had sent a living 
man to answer those doubts for which he was in vain consult- 
ing ancient authorities, at Icngdi resumed by degrees, the train 
of reflection and investigation which Mr Touchwood’s visit 
had interrupted, and in a short while lost all recollection of his 
episodical visitor, and of thccng.agcmcnt which he had formed. 

Lot so Mr Touchwood, who, when not occupied with 
busines of real importance had the art, .as the reader may 
have obsen’cd, of making a prodigious fuss of nothing at all. 

occasion he bustled in and out of the kitchen 
nil Mrs Dods lost patience, and threatened to pin the dish- 
out to his tail ... he therefore retreated from the torrid 
region of Mre Dods’ microcosm, and employed his time in 
usual devices of loiterers, partly by walking for an appe- 
itc, p.irt y by observing the progress of liis watch totwrds 
rec o ock, when he had happily succeeded in getting an 
emp ojment more serious. His table in the blue parlour w.as 
^played witli two covers after the fairest fashion of the 

wirh'v*” 'ivi' hour arrived and brought 

unth it no Mr Cargill. The impatient entenainer allowed 

infr» c * of one who went little 

oended f '’"cr "-ere the last five minutes c.v- 

coroulf^f^ iT ^ "'ith the momentum of a 

ahurrvtnf" "c -appetizcd elderly gentleman who is in 
a hurry to secure his dinner. 

fouS '"‘o the parlour where he 

irn . d ^tne plaid night- 

feThir^ 'T ^ r elbow-cliair vvdiere he had 

left him five hours before. His sudden entrance recalled to 
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Mr Cargill, not an accurate, but something of a general 
recollection, of what had passed in the morning, and he 
hastened to apologize. . . . 

In a short time the minister was dressed in his Sunday’s 
.suit, without any further mistake than turning one of his 
black stockings inside out; and Mr Touchwood, happy as 
was Boswell when he carried off Dr Johnson in triumph to 
dine with Strachan and John Wilkes, had the pleasure of 
escorting him to the Clcikum Inn. 

From'‘StRonan’s IFcll" 


THE INNS OF COURT 
I. THE TEMPLE 
W. M. THACKERAY 

■CotLEGES, schools, and Inns of Court still hat'e some respect 
for antiquity, and maintain a great number of the customs 
and institutions of our ancestors, with which those persons 
who do not particularly regard their forefathers, or perhaps 
are not very well acquainted with them, have long since done 
. away. A well-ordained workhouse or prison is much better 
provided with the appliances of health, comfort and cleanli- 
• ness, than a respectable Foundation school, a venerable 
College, or a learned Inn. In the latter place of residence 
men are contented to sleep in dingy closets, and to pay for 
the sitting-room and the cupboard, which is tlieir dormitory, 
the price of a good villa and garden in the suburbs, or of a 
roomy house in the neglected squares of the town. The 
poorest mechanic in Spitalfields has a cistern and an un- 
bounded supply of water at his command ; but the gentlemen 
of the Inns of Court, and the gentlemen of the Universities, 
have their supply of this cosmetic fetched in jugs by laun- 
dresses and bed-makers, and live in abodes which were 
erected long before the custom of cleanliness and decency 
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obtained among ui. 'I'herc are itidiiiduals siill aiivc: who 
sneer at the j'pople, and «peat of them widi epithets of scorn. 
Gentlemen, there can he hut little douht that your ancestors 
were the preat unwashed; and, in die 'Feinplc (r'jX’Oa'ily, it 
is certain that, only under the preates: difticulties and re- 
striction;, the viituc that lias been pronotiticcd to l>e neat 
to podline'.s could hase been practised at ail. 

Old Grump, of the Norfolfc Circuit, wlio had lived for 
more than thirty years in the chamt'ers under therse occupied 
by Warrington and Pcndenni<, and who used to be asvahened 
by the roaring of the shoss-cr-baths which those pentlernen 
had erected in their aparrments — jiart of the contcriis of 
ss’hich occasionally trickled dirouph the roof into Mr 
Grump's room — declared that the practice avas an aHurd, 
ncsv-fanglcd, dandified folly, and daily cursed the laundrcsi 
who slopped the suitcase bv whidi he had to p.ies. Grump, 
now much more than hall* a century old, had indeed never 
used the luxury in tpicstion. He had done without water 
very well, and so had our fathers Intforc )iim. Of all those 
knights and baronets, lords and gentlemen, Ixtaring arms, 
whose escutcheons arc painted upon the walls of the famous 
hall of the Upper 1 cmplc, was there no philantliropist gtx>d- 
natured enough to devisc a set of Hummums for the benefit 
of the lawyers, his fellows and successors? 'The Temple 
historian makes no mention of sudi a scheme. There is 
Pump Court and Fountain Court, w'ith their hydraulic 
•apparatus; but one never heard of a bencher disponing in the 
ountain, ^'’d c.in t but think how many a counsel learned in 
the law of o d days might have benefited bv the pump. 

Nm-crthclcss, tlic^c venerable Inns, whidi li.avc the Lamb 
and Fi.ag and the Winged Horse for their ensigns, have at- 
tractions for persons who inhabit them, and a share of rough 
comforts and freedom, which men ahwiys- remember with 
pleasure. I don t know wlietlier the student of law permits 
himself the refreshment of enthusi.asm, or indulges in poetical 
zto 
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reminiscences as' he passes by historical chambers, and says 
“ Yonder Eldon lived — upon this site Coke mused upon 
Lyttleton — here Chitty toiled — ^here Barnwell and Alderson 
joined in their famous labours — ^here Byles composed his 
great work upon bills, and Smith compiled his immortal 
leading cases — ^here Gustavus still toils with Soloman to aid 
him” but the man of letters can’t but love the place which 
has been inhabited by so many of his brethren, or peopled by 
their creations, as real to us at tliis day as the authors whose 
children they were — and Sir Roger de Coverley walking in 
the Temple garden and discoursing with Mr Spectator about 
the beauties in hoops and patches who are sauntering over 
the grass, is just as lively a figure to me as old Samuel Johnson, 
rolling through the fog with the Scotch gentleman at his 
heels on their way to Dr Goldsmith’s chambers in Brick 
Court; or Harry Fielding, with inked ruffles and a wet towel 
round his head, dashing off articles at midnight for the Coveni 
Garden Jonmo/, while the printer’s boy is asleep in the passage. 

If we could but get the history of a single day as it passed 
in any one of those four-storied houses in the dingy court 
where our friends Pen and Warrington dwelt, some Temple 
Asmodeus might furnish us with a queer volume. There 
may be a great Parliamentary counsel on the ground floor, 
who drives off to Belgravia at dinner-time when his clerk, 

■ too, becomes a gentleman, and goes away to entertain his 
friends, and to take his leisure. But a short time since he was 
hungry and briefless in some garret of the Inn; lived by 
stealthy literature; hoped and waited, and sickened, but no 
clients came; exhausted his own means and his friends’ 
kindness; ' had to remonstrate humbly with duns, and to 
implore the patience of poor creditors. Ruin seemed to be 
staring him in the face, when, behold, a turn of the wheel of 
fortune, and the lucky wretch in possession of one of those 
prodigious prizes which are sometimes drawn in the great 
lottery of the Bar. Many a better lawyer than himself does 
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r.ot rnal,'- n fiftfi j'-irt of ?!•;(• Jncoiti" of 5.^ •.vl;-?, s frw 

nu'ruh^ O'**!*'! ’cVifCOiV I’rt fv* 

urij-.M-i! Fr-'in. On -hr f;r,r y-':) r;''!.' «’»• 

iu*. c s ^cr.cf.iM'T SJuri v, !; >-- nsrr-r U ftni'*-./'. v. 1 t fc.s liiTC 
Or lulf » er;ttur}‘ in th'* tnn, whi-- Vt.iin'. sit Oil of Kv>I;5, 
nnii ivl]c<,“ s'ii-ivfi urt s'.nfr.J wi'h cb;-. levs’ s-.-i !f;ril I'l?**. he 
h.v !i'. <*t! r.n !h'-,c fifiv vcitv, sOiif, srnf it; 

-tnu^nn" Icvirnsn;*; .it:<i cnmj'-ijin.rr a f'>r;i!.',e. h'c 0 ‘;r.'~- ivoinf 
now at nipht a’nne front ih’' clnJ', wl.r.M- r*- h- j lot-n dinir-r 
freely, to the lon.'Iv cli.’.tnber* v.l.crc !,e !iv<< a r-’jlW'; old 
reclti'e. When Iw the', hiv In.n •■liil erre; a tat 'ft to !'t< 
memory, and liis f.eir:. burn '.t prrt of 1,!\ Wtusl-J ye/j 

like to hate mdi a nto'yect fur four old aj.;' — to store «y 
learning ant! money, attJ cjni ».o; i!nt v. r n-.wtt n-'t: lit'ger ttVJ 
long by Mr D(\>ti'.' ! jv% iNir, \Vt>rt!,v Mr fUrnn'-y ?!V)r< 
over iiim, who is aho an andrnt inhai ttvvtst cf th.e Itttt, af-tl 
who, when Doanv-tuy com'.-? hotne j.) rc.vl Cattilln'. 
silting down with three steady teniof:; of hh ‘t.t!'.din:t to a 
steady nihlier of whhf, after a dinner a; which they have 
consented their three str-idy Kvttleo of port. Vttu nr.y sec 
tlic old bop adeep at the Temple Chitrch of a Sunday. 
•Atfomep seldom trouble them, a.tid thev have srti.all fortunes 
of their own. On the other f.vle of the third i.vndin'.':, w'hert 
Pen and Warrington live, till long after midnight sits Mr 
Palcy, who took the highest honours ami iv a feilow of his 
College, who will sit .and read, and note cases until two 
o clock in the morning j wlio will rise .at seven, and 5tc at the 
pleader s chambers .as soon as tlicy arc open, where he wil! 
work until an hour l>cforc viinner-time; wlio wil! come 
home from Hall, and read and note cases .ajtain until d.avvn 
nc.xt d.ay, wlicn perhap Mr Anliur Pcndennis.and h!s friend 
.VIr Warrington arc returning from some of their wild 
e.\pcditions. How differently employed Mr Palcy hxs been! 
He has not been throwing Itimsclf away, he has only Ivecn 
bringing a great intellect down to the coinprehctision of a 
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mean subject, and in his fierce grasp of that, resolutely 
excluding from his mind all higher thoughts, all better 
things, all the wisdom of philosophers and historians, all the 
thoughts of poets — all wit. fancy, reflection, art, love, truth 
altogether' — so that he ma^ master that enormous legend of 
the law, which he proposes to gain his living by expounding. 
Warrington and Paley had been competitors for University 
honours in former days, and had run each other hard ; and 
everybody said now that the former was wasting his time and 
energies, whilst all people praised Paley for his industry. 
There may be doubts, however, as to which was using his 
time best. The one could afford time to think, and the other 
never could. The one could have sympathies, and do kind- 
nesses, and the other must needs be always selfish. He could 
not cultivate a friendship or do a charity, or admire a work 
. of genius, or kindle at the sight of beauty or the sound of a 
sweet song — he had no time and no eyes for anything but 
his law-books. All was dark outside his reading-lamp. Love, 
and Nature, and Art (which is the exy)ression of our praise 
and sense of the beautiful world of God), were shut out from 
him. And as he turned off his lonely lamp at night, he never 
thought but that he had spent the day profitably, and went to 
sleep, alike thankless and remorseless. But he shuddered 
when he met his old companion Warrington on the stairs, 
and shunned him as one that was doomed to perdition. 

From "Pendtnn'is ” 


II. HOLBORN COURT— GRAY’S INN 
CHARLES DICKENS 

Number two in the Court was soon reached; and an inscrip- 
tion on the door-post informing me that Mr Traddles occu- 
pied a set of chambers on the top story, I ascended the 
stairc^e, A crazy old staircase I found it to be, feebly 
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lighted on each landing by a club-headcd little oil-wcl;, 
dying away in a little dungeon of dirty glass. 

In the course of my stumbling upstairs, I fancied I heard 
a pleasant sound of laughter; and not the laughter of an 
attorney or barrister, or attorney’s clerk or barrister’s clerk, 
but of two or three merry girls. Happening, however, as I 
stopped to listen, to put my foot in a hole where the Honour- 
able Society of Gray’s Inn had left a plank dcfident, I fell 
down with some noise, and when I recovered mt' footing all 
was silent. 

Groping my w-ay more carefully for the rest of the journey, 
my Iwart beat high when I found the outer door which had 
Mr Tr.^di.es painted on it, open. I knocked. A consider- 
a Ic scuflling within ensued, but nothing else. I therefore 
itnocked again. 

A small sharp-looking lad, half-footboy and half-clerk, 
who w.as very much out of breath, but who looked at me as 

.fr •‘-■plly. presented himself. 

„ Is Mr Traddles within?” I said. 

Yes, sir, but he’s engaged.” 

“ I want to see him.” 


of me, the sharp-looking lad 
mimnc opening the door wider for that 

n^Tnr’ '"'o a little closet of a hall, and 

e“ce o?mv ^ the pre- 

ZVlZl ott'ppe^"” ^ 

field looking up. “ It’s Copper- 

*• All him tigh[ 

All well, my dear Traddles? ” 

good^'i^f’’’ Copperfield, and nothing but 


Wc cried with pleasure, both of us. 

his ifcitern/''"T’ t ^*"Phng his hair i 

h.s excitement, which was a most unnecessary operatioi 
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’’my dramt Coppcrfjcld, my loag-icr.t and W'Kt welcome 
friend, how glad I nm to sec j’tju! How brown yott arc! 
How glad I am! Ujwn my life atsd Imnour, I never was :n 
rejoiced, my beloved Cojiperftcld, never! ” 

1 was equally at a loss to express my emotions. I was quite 
unable to speak at ftrst. 

, “ My dear fellow! ” said Traddlw. “ Attd grown so 
famous! My glorious Coppcrftdd! Gfwd gracious me, 
whtn did you come, ivhrrt Itavc yorr come from, have 
you been doing? 

Never pausing for an answer to .anything he said, 'raddles, 
who had clapped me into an c.isy chair by the fire, all tliis 
time impetuously stirred the fire with one hand, and pulled 
at my neckerchief wiUi the other, under some wild dclvoton 
that it W. 1 S a greatcoat. Without putting down the jiokcr, 
he now hugged me again; and 1 hugged him; and, Ixjth 
laughing, and both wiping our eyes, we Ixith sat down, and 
shook hands across the hearth. 

"To think,” siid Traddlcs, ” that you should have Iwcn 
so nearly coming home, as you must have been, my dear old 
boy, and not at the ccrcmonyl ” 

“What ceremony, my dear Taddlw? ” 

“Good gradous me!" cried Traddlcs, opening his eyes 
in his old y.'ay. ” Didn’t you get my last letter? ” 

Certainly not, If it referred to any ceremony.’ 

‘^hy. my dear Copperficld,” cried Traddlcs, sticking 
Ills hair upright with both h.mds, and then putting his hands 
on my Imccs, ” I am married! ” 

Marriedi ” I cried joyfully. 

Lord bless me, ycsl” s.'rid Traddlcs — "by the Rev. 
Horace-— to Sophy— down in Devonshire. Why, my dear 
she’s behind the window curtain! Look here! ” 

To my amazement, the dearest girl in the world came at 
that same instant, laughing and blushing, from her place of 
concealment. And a more cheerful, amiable, honest, happy, 
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bright-looking bride, I believe (as I could not help saying on 
the spot) the world never saw. I kissed her as an old acquaint- 
ance should, and wished them joy with all the might of my 
heart. 

Dear me,” said Traddlcs, “what a delightful reunion 
this is! ^ou are so extremely brown, my dear Copperficld! 
God bless my soul, how happy I am! ” 

“ And so am I ! ” said I. 

S ^ ^ ttmi” said the blushing and laughing 

“We are all as happy as possible ! ” said Traddles. “ Even 
the girls are happy! Dear me, I declare I forgot them! ” 
“Forgot?” said I. ^ 

The girls, said Traddles. “ Sophy’s sisters. They are 
stajnng with us. They have come to have a peep at Lott- 
ed' erfi H ? ” tumbled upstairs, 


It was,” said I, laughing. 

‘Well then, when you tumbled upstairs,” said Traddles, 
1 ^ romping with the girls. In point of febt we were 
vfc /"S U But as that wouldn’t do in 

if tbpv '■T* ^ Ij and as it wouldn’t look quite professional 

^ decamped. And they are 

at Ae dooTSotheTrool'*''"'’' ” 

suchl^SspSn.” laughing afresh, “ to hat'e occasioned 

yorSdTeen^tbr''^” greatly delighted, “if 

after von hart I "u ■ynning away, and running back again, 
out of their^h^"°‘^^i’ Bief had dro^-ed 

woulfhL -r maddest manner, you 

Sonhv ^hc giris ? ’’ 

adioinii^ rnn^ awy, and we heard her received in the 
adjoining room with a peal of laughter. 

^ musical, isn t it, my dear Copperfield?” said 
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Traddles. “ It’s very agreeable to hear. It quite lights up 
these old roorns. To an unfortunate bachelor of a fellow >. 
who has lived alone all his -life, you know, its positively 
delicious. It’s charming; Poor things, they have had a great 
loss in Sophy— who, I do assure you, Copperfield, is, and 
ever was,' the dearest girl! — and it gratifies me beyond 
expression to find theih in such good spirits. The society of 
girls is a very delightful thing, Copperfield. It’s not profes- 
sional, but it’s very delightful.” 

Obsen'ing that he slightly faltered, and comprehending that 
in the goodness of his heart he was fearful of giving me some 
pain by what he had said, I expressed my concurrence with 
a heartiness t^t evidently relieved and pleased him greatly.i 
“But then,” said Traddles, “our domestic arrangements 
are, to say the truth, quite unprofessional altogether, my 
dear Copperfield. Even Sophy’s being here, is unprofessional. 
And we have no other place of abode. We have put to sea- 
in a cockboat, but we are quite prepared to rough it. And 
Sophy’s an extraordinary manager! You’ll be surprised how 
those girls are stowed away. I am sure I hardly know how 
it is done!” 

“ Are there many of the young ladies with you ? ” I 
inquired. ■ ^ ^ ^ J 

“The eldest, the Beauty, is here,” said Traddles, in a low 
confidential voice, “ Caroline. And Sarah’s here — the one 
I mentioned to you as having something the matter with her 
spine, you know. Immensely better 1 And the two youngest 
that Sophy educated are with us. And Louisa’s here.” 
“Indeed!” cried I. ' , 

, Traddles. “Now , the whole set — I mean 

e c ambers is only three rooms; but Sophy arranges for- 
c gir s in the most wonderful way, and they sleep as com- 

that room,” said Traddles,. 

pointing. Two in that.” 

I could not help glancing round in search of the accom-' 
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modation remaining for Mr and Mrs Traddles. Traddics 
understood me- 

“ Well,” said Traddles, “ we arc prepared to rough it, as 
I said just now, and we did improvise a bed last week, upon the 
floor here. But there’s a little room in the roof — a s-ery nice 
room when you arc up there — ^which Sophy papered herself, 
to surprise me; and that’s our room at present. It’s a capital 
little gipsy sort of place. There’s quite a view from it.” 

“ And you are happily married at last, my dear Traddles! ” 
said I. “ How rejoiced I am! ” 

“Thank you, my dear Copperfield,” said Traddles, and 
we shook hands once more. “Yes, I am as happy as it’s 
possible to be. There’s your old friend, you sec,” said 
Traddics, nodding triumphantly at tlic flower-pot and stand; 
“and there’s the table with the mar’olc top! All the other 
furniture is plain and scrvicc.ablc, you perceive. And as to 
plate, Lord bless you, wc liavcn’t so much as a te.rspoon.” 

“ All to be c.arncd ? ” I said cliccrfully. 

“Exactly so,” replied Traddics, “.all to be earned. Of 
course wc have something in the shape of tea-spoons, because 
we stir our tea. But they’re Britannia metal.” 

“The silver will be the brighter when it comes,” s.aid I. 

“The very' tiling we s.ay!” cried Traddics. “You see, 
my dear Copperfield,” falling again into the low and confi- 
dential tone, “after I had delivered my argument in Doe 
dm. JiPES 'versus Wiczell, which did me great sendee with 
the profession, I went down into Devonshire, and had some 
serious conversation in priratc with the Reverend Horace. 
I dwelt upon the fact that Sophy — who I do assure you, 
Copperfield, is the dearest girl! " 

“ I am certain she is! ” said I. 

“She is, indeed!” rejoined Traddics. “But I am .afraid 
I am wandering from the subject. Did I mention the 
Reverend Horace?” 

“You said you dwelt upon the fact ” 
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“ T rue ! Upon the fact tliat Sophy and I had been engaged 
for a long period, and that Sophy, with the permission of her 
parents was more than willing to take me — in short,” said 
Traddles, with his old frank smile, “ on our present Britannia- 
metal footing. Very well. I then proposed to the Reverend 
Horace — who is a most excellent clergyman, Coppcrfield, 
and ought to be a Bishop; or at least to have enough to 
live upon without pinching himself — that if I could turn the 
corner, say of two hundred and fifty pounds, in one year; 
and could see my way pretty clearly to that, or something 
better, next year; and could plainly furnish a little place like 
this, besides; then, and in that case, Sophy and I should 
be united. I took the liberty of representing that we had 
been patient for a good many years; and that the circum- 
stance of Sophy’s being extraordinarily useful at home, ought 
not to operate with her affectionate parents, against her 
establishment in life — don’t you see? ” 

“ Certainly, it ought not,” said 1. 

“ I am glad you think so, Coppcrfield,” rejoined Traddles, 
“ because without any imputation on the Reverend Horace, 
I do think parents, and brothers, and so forth, are some- 
times rather selfish in such cases. Well! I also pointed 
out, that my most earnest desire was, to be useful to the 
family; and if I got on in the world, and anything should 
happen to him — I refer to the Reverend Horace ” 

“ I understand,” said I. 

“ Or to Mrs Crewler — ^it would be the utmost gratifica- 
tion of my wishes to be a parent to the girls. He replied in 
a most admirable manner, exceedingly flattering to my feel- 
ings, and undertook to obtain the consent of Mrs Crewler 
to this arrangement. They had a dreadful time of it with 
her. It mounted from her le^ into her chest, and then into 
her head " 

“ What mounted ? ” I asked. 

“ Her grief,” replied Traddles, with a serious look, “ Her 
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feelings generally. As I mentioned on a former occasion, she 
is a very superior woman, but has lost the use of her limbs. 
Whatever occurs to harass her, usually settles in her legs j but 
on this occasion it mounted to tlic chest and then to the head, 
and in short, pervaded the whole system in the most alarming 
manner. However, they brought her through it by unremit- 
ting and affectionate attention; and we were married yester- 
day six weeks. You have no idea what a Monster I felt, 
Copperfield, when I saw the whole family crying and fainting 
away in every direction 1 Mrs Crewler couldn’t see me before 
we left — couldn’t forgive me, then, for depriving her of her 
child — but she is a good creature, and has done so since. I 
had a delightful letter from her only this morning.” 

“ And in short, my dear friend, you feel as blest as you 
deserv'e to feel ! ” 

“ Ohl That’s your partiality! ” laughed Traddles. “ But 
indeed I am in a most enviable state. I work hard, and read 
Law insatiably. I get up at live ever}' morning, and don’t 
mind it at all. I hide the girls in the day-time, and make 
merry with them in the evening. And I assure you that I am 
quite sorry that they are going home on Tuesday, which is 
the day before the first day of Michaelmas Term. But here,” 
said Traddles, breaking off in his confidence, and speaking 
aloud, “are the girls! Mr Copperfield, Miss Crewler — 
Miss Sarah — Miss Louisa — Margaret and Lucy! ” 

They were a perfect nest of roses; they looked so whole- 
some and fresh. They were all pretty, and Miss Caroline 
very handsome; but there was a loving, cheerful, fireside 
quality in Sophy’s bright looks, that was better than that, 
and which assured me that my friend had chosen well. We 
all sat round the fire, while the sharp boy, who, I now divined 
had lost his breath in putting the papers out, cleared them 
away again, and produced the tea-things. After that he 
retired for the night, shutting the outer door upon us with 
a bang. Mrs Traddles, with perfect pleasure and composure 
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beaming on us from her household eyes, having made the tea, 
then quietly made the toast, as she sat in a corner by the fire. 

She had seen Agnes, she told me while she was toasting. 
“ Tom ” had taken her down to Kent for a wedding trip, and 
there she had seen my aunt, too; and both my aunt and 
Agnes were well, and they had all talked of nothing but me. 
“Tom” had never had me out of his thoughts, she really 
believed, all tlie time I had been away. “Tom” was the 
authority for everything. “Tom” was evidently the idol 
of her life; never to be shaken on his pedestal by any com- 
matipnj always to be believed in, and done homage to with 
the whole faith of her heart, come what might. 

The deference which both she and Traddles showed to- 
wards the Beauty, pleased me very much, I don’t know that 
I thought it very reasonable; but I thought it very delightful, 
and essentially a part of their character. If Traddles ever 
for an instant missed die tea-spoons that were still to be won, 
I have no doubt it was when he handed the Beauty her tea. 
If his sweet-tempered wife could have got up any self- 
assertion against anyone, I am satisfied that it could only 
have been because she tvas the Beauty’s sister. A few slight 
indications of a rather petted and capricious manner, which 
I obsen'cd in the Beauty, were manifesdy considered, by 
Traddles and his wife, as her birthright and natural endow- 
ment. If she had been born a Queen Bee, and they labouring 
Bees, they could not have been more satisfied of that. 

But their self-forgetfulness charmed me. Their pride in 
these girls, and their submission of themselves to all their 
whims, was the pleasantest little testimony to their own 
worth, I could have desired to see. If Traddles were 
addressed as a “ darling,” once in the course of that evening, 
and besouglit to bring something here, or carry something 
there, or take something up, or put something down, or find 
something, or fetch sometliing, he was so addressed by one 
or other of his sisters-in-law at least twelve times in an hour. 
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Nfitlicr could they do anything without Sophy. Somebody’s 
hair fell down, and nobody but Sopliy could put it up. Some- 
body forgot how .1 particular tune W’cnt, and nobody but 
Sophy could hum that tunc right. Somebody wanted to 
recall the name of a place in Devonshire, and only Sophy 
knew it. Something vv.is wanted to be written home, and 
only Sophy could be trusted to write before breakfast in the 
morning. Somebody broke down in a piece of knitting, and 
no one but Sophy w.as .able to put the defaulter. in the right 
direction. They were entirely mistresses of the pl.acc, and 
Sophy and Traddlcs waited on them. How m-any children 
Sophy could h.ave taken care of in her time, I can’t imagine; 
but she seemed to be famous for knowing every sort of song 
that ever was addressed to a child in the English tongue; and 
she sung dovxns to order with the clearest little voice in the 
world, one after another (every sister issuing directions for a 
different tunc, .and the Beauty generally striking in last), so 
that I was quite fascinated. The best of all, was that, in the 
midst of all their c.xactions, .all the sisters had a grctit tender- 
ness and respect both for Sophy and Traddlcs. I am sure, 
when I took my lc.ave, and Traddlcs was coming out to w.alk 
with me to the coffee-house, I thought I had never seen an 
obstinate head of hair, or any other head of hair, rolling about 
in sucli a shower of kisses. 

Altogether, it was a scene I could not help dwelling on 
wath plc.asurc for a long time after I got back, and had wished 
T, raddles good-night. If I had beheld a thousand roses 
blowing in a top set of chambers in that withered Gray’s Inn, 
they could not have brightened it half so mucli. The idea of 
those Devonshire girls, among the dry law-stationers and the 
attorneys’ offices; and of the tea and to.ast, and children’s 
songs, in that grim atmosphere of pounce and parchment, 
red-tape, dusty waters, ink-jars, brief and draft paper, law 
reports, writs, declarations, and bills of costs, seemed almost 
as pleasantly fanciful as if I had dreamed that the Sultan’s 
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famous family had been admitted on the roll of attorneys, 
and had brought the talking bird, the singing tree and the 
golden water into Gray’s Inn Hall. 

From “David Coppetjieid” 


MR JINGLE 

CHARLES DICKENS 

He was about the middle height, but the thinness of his body, 
and the length of his legs, gave him the appearance of being 
much taller. The green coat had been a smart dress garment 
in the days of swallow-tails, but had evidently in those times 
adorned a much shorter man than the stranger, for the soiled 
and faded sleeves scarcely reached to his wrists. It was but- 
toned closely up to his chin, at the imminent hazard of 
splitting tlie back; and an old stock, witliout a vestige of 
shirt collar, ornamented his neck. His scanty black trousers 
displayed here and there tliose shiny patches that bespeak long 
service, and were strapped very tightly over a pair of patched 
and mended shoes, as if to conceal the dirty white stockings, 
which were, nevertheless, distinctly visible. His long black 
hair escaped in negligent waves from beneath each side of 
his old pinched-up hat; and glimpses of his bare wrists 
might be obsen^ed between the tops of his gloves and the 
cufis of his coat-sleeves. His face was thin and haggard; but 
an indescribable air of jaunty impudence and perfect self- 
possession pervaded the whole man. 

Such was the individual on whom Mr Pickwick gazed 
through his spectacles (which he had fortunately recovered) 
and to whom he proceeded, when his friends had exhausted 
themselves, to return in chosen terms his warmest thanks for 
his recent assistance. 

“ Never mind,” said the stranger, cutting the address very 
short, " said enough — ^no more; smart chap that cabman, — 
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handled his fives well; but if I’d been your friend in the 
green jemmy — damn me — puridi his iscad — ’cod I would — 
pig’s whisper — pieman too — no gammon." 

This colicrent sjieech was interrupted by the entrance of 
the Rochester coachman, to announce tliat tlie commodore 
was on the point of st.nrting. 

“Commodore!” said tlie stranger, st-arting up, “my 
coach — place booked — one outside — leave you to pay for 
the brandy-and-\' atcr — '.rant di.ange for a five — bad silver — 
Brummagem buttons — won’t do — no go — chr” and he 
shook his head most knowingly. 

Now it so happened that Mr Pickwick and his three com- 
p.anions had resolved to make Rochester their first halting- 
phacc too; and, having intiniated to their new-found acquaint- 
ance that they were journeying to the same city, they agreed 
to occupy the scat at the back of the coach, wlicrc they could 
all sit together. 

“ Up witli you," said the stranger, assisting Mr Pickwick 
on to the roof with so mudi precipitation as to impair that 
gentleman’s deportment very’ materially. 

“ Any luggage, sir? ” inquired the coadim.an. 

“Who — 1? Brown paper pared here, that’s all — other 
gone by water — p.acking-cascs, nailed up — big as 
houses — heavy, heavy, damned heavy’,” replied the stranger, 
as he forced into his pocket as mudi as he could of the brown 
paper parcel, which presented most suspicious indications of 
containing one shirt and a handkerchief. 

Heads, luaids, — take care of your headsi” cried the 
loquacious stranger, as they came out under the low archway, 
which in those days formed the entrance to the coach-yard. 
Terrible place — dangerous work — other day — five diildrcn 
mother — tall lady, eating sandsviches — forgot the arch — 
crash-— knock— children look round — motlier’s head off — 
sandwich in her hand — no moutli to put it in — ^head of a 
family’ off — shocking, shocking! Looking at \Miitehall, sir: 
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— fine plscc — ^little window — somebody cisc’s head of? there, 
eh sir? — he didn’t keep a sharp enough iook-out either — eh, 
sir, eh ? ” 

“1 am ntminating,” s;iitl Mr Pickwick, “on the strange 
mutability of human atTairs.” 

“Ahi I sec — in at the palace door one day, out at the 
window the next. Philosopher, sir? ’’ 

“ An obsen'er of human nature, sir,” Ktid Mr Pickavick. 

“ Ah, so am 1. Most people arc wiicn they’ve little to do. 
and less to get. Poet, sir ? ” 

“ My friend, M r Snodgrass, Itas a strong poetic turn,” saiii 
Mr Pickwick. 

“ So have I,” s.aid the stranger, “ Epic poem — ten thou- 
sand line? — revolution of July — composed it on the spot— - 
Mars by day, Apollo by night — bang tlic field-piece, twang 
the Ivrc.” 

“ You were present at that glorious scene, sir? ” said Mr 
Snodgrass. 

“ Present! I think I avast fired a musket — fired witli an 
idea — rushed into winc-shoiJ — wrote it down — back agxiti — 
whiz, bang — another idea — wine-shop again — pen and ink 
-—back again — cut and slash — noble time, sir. Sportsman, 
sir?” abruptly turning to Mr Winkle. 

“A little, sir,” replied that gentleman. 

“ Fine pursuit, sir — fine pursuit. — Dogs, sir? ” 

“Not just now,” said Mr Winkle. 

“Ah I you should keep dog; — fine animals — 5.agacious 
creatures- — dog of my own once — pointer — surprising in- 
stinct — out shooting one day — entering enclosure — whistled 
— dog stopped — whistled again — Ponto — no go — stock still 
■ — called him — Porno, Ponto— wouldn’t move — dog trans- 
fixed^ — staring at a board — ^looked up, saw an inscription — 
‘Gamekeeper has orders to shoot all dogs found tn this 
enclosure ’ — wouldn’t pass it — wonderful dog — v.aluablc dog 
that — .very." 
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“ Singular circumstance that,” said Mr PickwicL “Will 
you allow me to make a note of it? ” 

“ Certainly, sir, certainly — hundred more anecdotes of 
the same animal. — Fine girl, sir” (to Mr Tracy Tupman, 
who had been bestowing sundry anti-Pickwickian glances on 
a young lady by the roadside). 

“ Very,” said Mr Tupman. 

“ English girls not so fine as Spanish — noble creatures — jet 
hair — ^black eyes — ^lovely forms — sweet creatures — beautiful.” 

“ You have been in Spain, sir? ” said Mr Tracj' Tupman. 

“ Lived there — ^ages.” 

“ Many conquests, sir? ” inquired Mr Tupntan. 

“Conquests! Thousands. Don Bolaro Fizzgig — grandee 
— only daughter — Donna Christina — splendid creature — 
loved me to distraction — jealous father — ^high-souled daugh- 
ter — handsome Englishman — Donna Christina in despair — 
prussic acid — stomach pump in my portmanteau — operation 
performed — old Bolaro in ecstasies — consent to our union 
— join hands and floods of tears — romantic story — ^verj'.” 

“ Is the lady in England now, sir? ” inquired Mr Tupman, 
on whom the description of her charms had produced a 
powerful impression. 

“ Dead, sir — dead,” said the stranger, applying to his right 
eye the brief remnant of a very old cambric handkerchief. 
“Never recovered the stomach pump — undermined consti- 
tution — fell a victim.” 

“ And her father? ” inquired the poetic Snodgrass. 

_ “Remorse and miser}',” replied the stranger. “Sudden 
disappearance — talk of die whole city — search made every- 
where without success — ^public fountain in the great square 
suddenly ceased playing — weeks elapsed — still a stoppage — 
workmen employed to dean it — water drawn off — father- 
in-law discovered sticking head first in the main pipe, with a 
full confession in his right boot — took him out and the 
fountain played away again as well as ever.” 
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“Will you allow me to note tliat little romance down, 
sir?” said Mr Snodgrass, deeply affected. 

“ Certainly, sir, certainly — fifty more if you like to hear 
’em — strange life, mine — rather curious history — not extra- 
ordinary, but singular.” 

In this strain, with an occasional glass of ale, by way of 
parenthesis, when the coach changed horses, did the stranger 
proceed till they reached Rochester bridge, by which time 
the note-books both of Mr Pickwick and Mr Snodgrass were 
completely filled with selections from his adventures. 

“ Magnificent ruin! ” said Mr Augustus Snodgrass, with 
all the poetical fervour that distinguished him, when they 
came in sight of the fine old castle. 

“ What a sight for an antiquarian! ” were the very words 
that fell from Mr Pickwick’s mouth, as he applied his tele- 
scope to his eye. 

“Ah! fine place,” said the stranger, “glorious pile — 
frowning walls — tottering arches — dark nooks — crumbling 
staircases-— old cathedral too — earthy smell — pilgrim’s feet 
wore away the old steps — little Saxon doors — confessionals 
like money- taker’s boxes at the theatres — queer customers 
those old monks — ^popes and lord treasurers, and all sorts of 
old fellows with great red faces, and broken noses, turning 
up every day — ^buff jerkins too — ^matchlocks — sarcophagus 
— fine place — old legends too — strange stories: capital;” 
and tlie stranger continued to soliloquise until they reached 
the Bull Inn, in the High Street, where the coach 
stopped. 

“ Do you remain here, sir ? ” inquired Mr Nathaniel 
Winkle. 

“ Here — not I — but you’d better — good house — nice 
beds — W right’s next house, dear — very dear — half a crown 
in the bill if you look at the waiter — charge you more if you 
dine at a friend’s than they would if you dined in the coffee- 
room — rum fellows — very.” 
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Mr Winkle turned to Mr Pickwick, and murmured a few 
words; a wliispcr passed from Mr Pickwick to IMr Snod- 
grass, from Mr Snodgrass to Mr Tupman, and nods of assent 
were exchanged. Mr Pickwick addressed the stranger. 

“You rendered us a very important service this morning, 
sir,” said he, “ will you allow us to offer a slight mark of our 
gratitude by begging the favour of your company at dinner.? ” 
“ Great pleasure — not presume to dictate, but broiled 
fowl and mushrooms — capital thing! What time?” 

“ Let me see,” replied Mr Pickwick, referring to his 
watch, “ it is now nearly three. Shall we say five? ” 

“ Suit me e.\'ccllcntly,” said tlie stranger, “ five precisely — 
till then — care of yourselves”; and lifting the pinched-up 
hat a few inches from his head, and carelessly replacing it 
very much on one side, the stranger, with half the brown 
paper parcel sticking out of his pocket, walked briskly up the 
jard, and turned into the High Street. 

“Evidently a traveller in mnnv countries, and a close 
observer of men and things,” said Mr Pickwick. 

I should like to see his poem,” said Mr Snodgrass. 

I should have liked to have seen that dog," said hlr 
Winkle. 

nothing; but he thought of Donna 
Christina, the stomach pump, and the fountain; and his 
eyes filled with teare. 

Ftvrr; ‘^Pieheick Papin ” 


TURVEYDROP'S ac.ademy 

CHARLES DICKENS 

YY went upstairs — it had been quite a fine house once, when 
It was anybody s business to keep it clean and fresh, and 
nobody s business to smoke in it .all day— and into Mr 
1 uireydrop s great room, which was built out into a mews 
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at the back, and was lighted by a skylight. It was a bare 
resounding room, smelling of stables; with cane forms along 
the walls; and the walls ornamented at regular intervals with 
painted lyres, and little cut-glass branches for candles, whicli 
seemed to be shedding their old-fashioned drops as other 
branches might shed autumn leaves. Several young lady 
pupils, ranging from thirteen or fourteen years of age to two 
or three and twenty, were assembled; and I was looking 
among them for their instructor, when Caddy pinching my 
arm, repeated the ceremony of introduction. “ Miss Sum- 
merson, Mr Prince Turveydrop.” 

I curtseyed to a little blue-eyed, fair-haired man, of youth- 
ful appearance, with flaxen hair parted in the middle, and 
curling at the ends all round his head. He had a little fiddle, 
which at school we used to call a kit, under his left arm, and 
its little bow in the same hand. His little dancing-shoes were 
particularly diminutive, and he had a little, innocent, femi- 
nine manner, which not only appealed to me in an amiable 
way, but made this singular effect on me; that I received 
the impression that he was like his mother, and that his 
mother had not been much considered or well used. 

“ I am very happy to see Miss Jellyby’s friend,” he said, 
bowing low to me. *' I began to fear,” with timid tender- 
ness, “as it was past the usual time, that Miss Jellyby was 
not coming.” 

“ I beg you will have the goodness to attribute that to me, 
who have detained her, and to receive my excuses, sir,” said I. 

“ O dear! ” said he. 

“ And pray,” said I, “ do not allow me to be the cause of 
any more delay.” 

With that apology I withdrew to a seat between Peepy 
(who, being well used to it, had already climbed into a corner 
place) and an old lady of a censorious countenance, whose 
two nieces were in the class, and who was very indignant 
with Peepy’s boots. Prince Turveydrop then tinkled the 
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strings of his kit with his fingers, and the young ladies 
stood up to dance. Just then there appeared from a side- 
door, old Mr Turveydrop, in the full lustre of his Deport- 
ment. 

He was a fat old gentleman, with a false complexion, false 
teeth, false whiskers, and a wig. He had a fur collar, and he 
had a padded breast to his coat, which only wanted a star, or 
a broad blue ribbon to be complete. He was pinched in, and 
swelled out, and got up, and strapped down, as much as he 
could possibly bear. He had such a neckcloth on (puffing his 
very eyes out of their natural shape), and his chin and even 
his ^rs so sunk into it, that it seemed as though he must 
inevitably double up, if it were cast loose. He had, under his 
arm, a hat of great size and weight, shelving downward from 
the crown to the brim; and in his hand a pair of white gloves, 
with whieffi he flapped it, as he stood poised on one leg, in a 
nign-shouldered, round-elbowed state of elegance, not to be 
surp^ed. He had a cane, he had an eye-glass, he had a 
snutt-bo.x, he had rings, he had wrist bands, he had evety- 
t mg ut any touch of nature; he was not like youth, he was 

*1 anything in the world but a 

model of Deportment. 

Father! A visitor. Miss Jellyby’s friend. Miss Sum- 
merson. 

“ Distinguished,” said Mr Turveydrop, “by Miss Sum- 
bowed to me in that tight 

hE%« ^ 

affpcHn^ aside, to me, with quite an 

.■sgSlfalmSd 

inJ'SrS'- ’’I'T' Tumydrop, surd- 

dffren^ saving his gloves con- 
descendingly. Go on, my son! ” ^ & 

At this command, or by this gracious permission, the 
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lesson went on. Prince Turr'eydrop sometimes played the 
kit, dancing; sometimes played the piano, standing; some- 
times hummed the tune with what little breath he could 
spare, while he set a pupil right; always conscientiously 
_ moved with the least proficient through every step and every 
part pf the figure; and never rested for an instant. His dis- 
tinguished father did nothing but stand before the fire, a 
model of Deportment. 

“And he never does anything else,” said the old lady of 
the censorious countenance. “Yet would you believe that 
It s hn name on the door-plate? ” 

His son’s name is the same, you know,” said I. 

' . - wouldn t let his son have any name, if he could take 
It from him,” returned the old lady. “Look at the son’s 
I tvas plain — threadbare — almost shabby. 

^ father must be garnished and tricked out!” said 
■ we old lady, “ because of his Deportment. I’d deport him! 
1 ransport him would^ be better! 

curious to know more concerning this person. I 
asked, ‘ Docs he give lessons in Deportment, now? ” 

Now! ” returned the old lady, shortly. “ Never did.” 

After a moment’s consideration, I suggested that perhaps 
fencing had been his accomplishment ? 

I don t believe he can fence at all, ma’am,” said the old 

lady. 

I looked surprised and inquisitive. The old lady, becoming 
wore incensed against the Master of Deportment 
^ s e dwelt upon the subject, gave me some particulars of 
stateT*^^^*^* strong assurances that they were mildly 

t worried a meek little dancing-mistress with a 

0 erable connexion (having never in his life before done 
deport himself), and had worked her to death, 
e*" a , at the best, suffered her to work herself to death, to 
waintain him in those expenses which were indispensable to 
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his position. At once to cxliibit his Deportment to tlic best 
models, and to fccep tlie best models constantly before him- 
self, he had found it necessary to frequent all places of fashion- 
able and lounging resort; to be seen at Brighton and else- 
where at fashionable times; and to lead an idle life in the very 
best clothes. To enable him to do this, the affectionate little 
dancing-mistress had foiled and Laboured, and would have 
toiled and laboured to that hour, if her strength had lasted so 
long. For the mainspring of the stor}’ was that, in spite of 
me man s absorbing selfishness, his wife (overpowered by his 
Deportrnent) h.ad, to the last, believed in him, and had, on 
her death-bed, in the most moving terms, confided him to 
their son as one who had an inextinguishable claim on him, 
and whom he could never regard with too much pride and 
c crcnce. The son, inheriting his mother’s belief, and 
/laving tlic Deportment alwap before him, had lived and 
gronn m the same faith, and now, at thirty years of age, 
wrked for his father twelve hours a-d.ay, and looked up to 
Ills old imaginary pinnacle, 

cx-i-- '*111/ gives himself! ” said my informant, 

• n' 1^1' Turveydrop with speechless 

gloves: of course uncon- 
scious of the homage she was rendering. “ He fully believes 

thp ^ nnstocracy! And he is so condescending to 

him fh ^ ogrcgiously deludes, that you might suppose 
aZSnh^' Ol” mid the old lady, 

"you 1 ” ^ infinite vehemence, “ I could bite 

ouJ being amused, tlmugh I heard the old lady 

Zr with I* 

thourhr*o?rh^^’^'’ '^'bat I might have 

I Snnor ^count without them. 

carried enJ' ^ btness of things in the whole tliat 

earned conviction with it. 
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My eyes were yet wandering from young Mr Turveydrop, ■ 
woSS hard, to old Mr Turveydrop deporting himself 
so beaudfully, when the latter came ambling up to me an 
entered into conver^tion. ..it. 

He iiskcd me fira of >11 wheAer I Xrit 

distinction on London by, residing in iti I ' 

necessary to reply tliat I was perfectly aware I should not 
3o^b in anVense. but merely told him where I did 

A lady so graceful and accomplished,” he said, hssinS 
his right glove, and afterwards extending^ it towards the 
pupils? “ will look leniently on Ae deficiencies here. We do 
■our b«t to polish — polish — ^polish 1” _ . 

He sat down beside me; taking some pains to sit on toe 
form, I thought, in imitation of his illustrious model on the 
sofa. And really he did look very like it. . i • 

“To polish— polish— polish!” he repeated, taking a 
pinch of snuff and gently fluttering his fingers. 'Tf 

arc not— if I may say so to one formed to be graceful both 
by Nature and Art ” ; with the high-shouldered bow, which 
it seemed impossible for him to make without lifting up is 
eye-brows and shutting his eyes — we are not what we use 
to be in point of Deportment.” 

“ Are we not, sir ? ” said I. . • t j 

“Wc have degenerated,” he returned, shaking his head, 

, which he could do, to a very limited extent in his cravat. 
“A levelling age is not favourable to Deportment. It e- 
vclops vulgarity. Perhaps 1 speak with some little partiality. 
It may not be for me to say that I have been 
' some years now, Gendeman Turveydrop 5 or that His Roy 
Highness die Prince Regent did me the honour to inquire, 
on my removing my hat as he drove out of the Pavilion at 
Brighton (that fine building), ‘Who is he? Who the devil 
is. her Why don’t I know him? Why hasn’t he thirty 
thousand a year? ’ But these are little matters of anecdote 
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the gcncnil propeny, m.i’am, — still repeated occasionally 
among the upper classes.” 

“ Indeed? " said I. 

He replied with the high-shouldered bow. “ Where what 
is left to us of Deportment still lingers. England — al.a^ my 
country! — has degenerated very much, .and is degenerating 
every d.ay. She has not many gentlemen left. Wc arc few. 
I sec nothing to succeed us but a race of tveavers.” 

“ One might hope that the race of gentlemen would be 
perpetuated here,” said I. 

“ You arc very good,” he smiled, with the high-shouldered 
bow again. “You flatter me. But no— no! I have never 
been able to^ imbue my poor boy with that part of his .art. 
Heaven forbid that I should disparage my dear child, but he 
has — no Deportment.” 

“ He appears to be an c.\ccllcnt m.tster,” I obsen-cd. 

“Understand me, my dear madam, he is an excellent 
master.^ All that can be acquired, he has acquired. All that 
can be imparted, he cm impart. But there are thints ” — he 
took another pinch of snuff, and made the bow again, as if to 
add, “ this kind of thing, for instance.” 

I glanced towards the centre of the room where Miss 
Jellyby s lover, now engaged with single pupils, was under- 
going greater drudgery than ever. 

_ ‘ My amiable child,” murmured Mr Turveydrop, adjust- 

ing Ills cravat. 


“Your son is indefatigable,” said I. 

It is my reward,” said Mr Tun-evdrop, “to hear you 
say so. In some respects he treads in' the footsteps of' his 
minted mother. She w.as a devoted creature. But ^Yooman, 
lovely \\ ooman ” said Mr Tuiaeydrop, with very disagree- 
able gallantr)', “ what a sex you arc ! ” 

_ I rose and joined I\Bss Jellyby who w.as by this time put- 
ting on her bonnet. The time allotted to a lesson having 
fully elapsed, there was a general putting on of bonnets. 
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When Miss Jellyby and the unfortunate Prince found an 
opportunity to become betrotired I don’t know, but they 
certainly found none on this occasion, to exchange a dozen 
words. 

“My dear,” said Mr Turveydrop benignly to his son, 
“ do you know the hour ? ” 

' “No, father.” The son had no watch. The father had 
a handsome gold one, which he pulled out, v/ith an air that 
was an example to mankind. 

“ My son,” said he, “ it’s two o’clock. Recollect your 
school at Kensington at three.” 

“ That’s time enough for me, father,” said P rince. “ I 
can take a morsel of dinner, standing, and be off.” 

“ My dear boy,” returned his father, “ you must be very 
quick. You will find the cold mutton on the table.” 

“Thank you, father. Are you off now, father? ” 

^ “ Yes, my dear, I suppose,” said Mr Turv'eydrop, shutting 
his eyes and lifting up his shoulders with modest conscious- 
ness, “ that I must show myself, as usual, about town.” 

^ ‘ You had better dine out comfortably, somewhere,” said 
■ his son. 

“ My dear child, I intend to. I shall take my little meal, 
I think, at the French house in the Opera Colonnade.” 

“That’s right. Good-bye, father!” said Prince, shaking 
hands. 

“ Good-bye, my son. Bless you ! ” 

Mr Turveydrop said this in quite a pious manner, and it 
seemed to do his son good; who, in parting from him, was so 
pleased with him, so dutiful to him, and so proud of him, that 
I almost felt it was an unkindness to the younger man not to 
believe implicitly in the elder. The few moments that were 
occupied by Prince in taking leave of us (and particularly 
of one of us, as I saw, being in the secret), enhanced my 
favourable impression of his almost childish character. I felt 
a liking for him, and a compassion for him as he put his little 
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kit in his pocket — ;ind with it Ins dcsitc to stay a little while 
v.-ith Caddy — and went away pow!-humourcd!y to his cold 
mutton and liis school at Kensington, that made me scarcely 
less irate with his lather than the ccntorioiis old lady. 

The father opened the room-door for us, and 1-ciwcd us out, 
in a manner, 1 must acknowledge, worthy of iiis shining 
original. In the same style he presently passed us on the 
other side of the street, on his way to the aristocratic part of 
the town, where he was going to show Itimsclf among the 
few other gentlemen left. 



NOTES AND EXERCISES 

NORTHANGER ABBEY : Jane Austen 

1. Jane Austen’s dates are 1775—1817. Look up the short bio- 
graplucal notice given in the Encyclopcedia Britannica, or Dictionary 
of National Biography, and, if possible, read G. E. Mitton’s Jane 
dustcn and her Times. 

2. Northanger Abbey was written in part to satirize the romances 
of Monk Lewis and Mrs Radcliffe. The Castle of Otranto was the 
forerunner of this school of fiction. Who wrote it? Write a short 
essay on “The Novel of Terror.” 

3. Jane Austen was a mistress of satire. How is this made clear 
in the passage quoted? 

4. Write a character-sketch of General Tilney, basing it on the 
information given in this extract. 

5. Describe Catherine’s arrival at the abbey, and continue the 
adventure of the cedar chest in the manner of Mrs Radcliffe. 


, IMPROVEMENTS; Jane Austen 

1. Using this passage and the previous one for material, state 
what you think would have been Jane Austen’s main requirements 
In an ideal country house. 

2. Write a dialogue between Mrs Norris, General Tilney, and 
Mr Rushworth on the subject of furnishing a house and laying out 
Its grounds. 

3- The passion for ‘improvements’ lasted all through the 
eighteenth century and for most of the nineteenth. It first of all 
^°^iiithian facades on mellow brick houses, and culminated 
in the stucco fronts of many London houses, and in the ‘ church- 
warden s’ restorations that have spoiled so many country churches. 
A notable example of bad restoration is the work of James Wyatt, 
Jiend of George III, at Salisbury Cathedral. Describe any church, 
mansion, castle, or cathedral with which you are familiar. Find 
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out how far it has been restored. Describe the original architecture, 
and say how far you think the restorations h-ive been judicious. 

4. Describe the main features of a typical (a) Elizabethan, 
(i) Queen Anne, (e) Georgian dwelling-house. 


ULL.ATHORNE COURT; Anthonw Troixopz 

1. Anthony Trollope’s dates are 1815-82. Look up the short 
biographies, and, if you can, read Michael Sadleir’s book about him. 

2. Barckeiur was written in 1857. Describe appropriate 

dresses for Mr and Miss Thorne at tltat period, and what their 
amusements were likely to be. (Old prints and early copies of Punch 
will help you.) 

3. Much of the charm of Ullathome depended on its garden. 
When did gardens first become of great interest in England? What 
do you think ate the essential characteristics of an English garden ? 

_ 4. Describe (<j) a Dutch garden, (J>) an Italian garden. At what 
time was each of these extremely fashionable in England? 

5. Describe any beautiful and celebrated garden that you may 
have visited. 


OUR VILLAGE: M R. Mitford 
ANOTHER KIND OF VILL.AGE — 1837: Benjamin Disraeli 


I. Look up dates and short biographies of Mary Russell Mitford 
and Lord Beaconsfield (Disraeli). 

Rebellious innovation of an illuim’nation on the Queen’s 
^roli*^ ^Comt^ent on this. What parties supported Queen 

3- ^yrlte a carefully accurate description of any road or village 
street that you know well. 


4. israeh ascribes a good deal of the misery in agricultural 

thff landlords failed to build cottages for 

• main factors contributed to their distress 

in the ten years after Waterloo? 

5. What was the ‘ Speenhamland Act’ ? How did it affect the 
worters on the land? 

6. Trace the history of the Poor Law from the great Act of 
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Elizabeth to the Poor Law Amendment Bill of 1834. What were 
the first eiFects of the latter ? 

7. Many diseases (notably cholera, typhus, and ague) were very 
prevalent in England at the beginning of the nineteenth century, 
and had been practically stamped out by its close. How was this 
achieved ? 

A GREAT FARMHOUSE: M. R. Mitford 

1. Early in the nineteenth century there were many ‘great 
farmhouses ’ scattered over the face of England. By its close the 
few that existed were but survivals of an earlier day. To what main 
causes do you attribute this change.? 

2. Hazlitt, in one of his essays, says, “ Few subjects are more 
nearly allied than these two — vulgarity and affectation,” and 
“gentility is only a more select and artificial kind of vulgarity.” 
Comment on these statements. Do you think Miss Mitford agreed 
with Hazh'tt? 

3. Write down as many old English flower-names as you can 
that appeal to you as especially quaint or appropriate. 

4. Quote two passages from Shakespeare in which the names of 
flowers are used with beautiful effect. 

5. Notice that before the days of photography it was usual for 
people, even of modest means, to employ artists to paint their por- 
traits, or even, as in this case, those of their domestic pets. Name 
an early nineteenth-century painter -with whose work you ate 
familiar, and describe one of his pictures. 


A YEOMAN FARMER: _E. C. Gaskell 

1. Write a brief account of Mrs GaskcU’s life and works, noting 
what very different topics she treated in her books. 

2. Compare the extract given with the preceding ones from 
Miss Mitford’ s Our Tillage. What qualities have the two authors 
in common, and how do they differ? 

3. “ More black than ash-buds in the front of March” and “ A 
cedar spread his dark-green layers of shade” are both quotations 
from Tennyson’s The Gardener’s Daughter. Read the poem through. 
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and nolc any other passigcs in it which 'cent to you to be of great 
beauty, or to show keen observation. 

4. Select ten other L'nes from English poetry tliat show vivid 
appreciation of natural facts. 


THE HALL FARM; GroRcr. Emot 

1. Read and make notes on the biographical account of George 
Eliot given in the reference boola already mentioned. 

2. Compare the account of farm-life given here with the two 
preceding extracts. Which do yon think the most vivid and 
convincing, and why ? 

3. Mrs Poyser is one of George Eliot’s most famous creations. 
Read Adtta Bede if possible, or at least those parts in which Mrs 
Poyser appears. 

4. Describe the ladies who visited the Yeoman Farmer as they 
would appear to M.t Poyser, and in her words. 


MR COLLINS: Jave Austen 

1. Notice how Jane Austen makes Mr Collins condemn himself 
out of his own mouth. What are his chief characteristics? 

2. What do you gather about the characters of Mr Bcnnet, Mrs 
Bennet, and Ehzabeth ? How do yon get your impression of them ? 


THE MARCH OF THE SUNDAY SCHOOLS 
CHARioTTE Bronte 

1. From the information you can glean from this passage and 
from that describing the Stilbro’ Moor riot write a character-sketch 
of Mr Helstone. 

2. Read the account of “ the Curates ” in the first chapter of 
Shirlep, What circumstances in Charlotte Bronte’s life influenced 
her views on the clergy? 

3. What estimates do you form of the characters of (i) Mr Hall, 
(2) Slurley Keeldar, (3) Caroline Helstone, from the information 
given in this short extract? On what do you base your conclusions? 
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4. What great reforming and energizing movements awoke the 
Church of England from the lethargy into which it had sunk in the 
earlier years of the nineteenth century? 

5. Give some account of the work of Robert Raikes and of the 
spread and influence on general education of the Sunday School 
movement. 


TWO RECTORIES: Anthonv Trollope 

, I. What good and bad points in Mr Crawley’s character are 
made evident in the description of Hogglestock Parsonage ? Do you 
think Trollope admires him ? 

2. Notice that all the clergy described by Trollope, even the 
poverty-stricken Mr Crawley, are men of learning and desirous of 
doing their duty, although they sometimes conceive it mistakenly. 
At the beginning of the nineteenth century Jane Austen describes 
the typical clergyman as rather an inferior kind of squire, than as 
having any special spiritual significance. Turn to Thackeray’s 
H(»ry Esmond and you will see how they were regarded in early 
Georgian times. Trace the history of the revival in the Church of 
England in the nineteenth century. 

3. It has been said that the sons or daughters of the rectory or the 
manse have included in their numbers an unusually large proportion 
of famous men and women. Can you find out, and name, ten 
of them ? 


SHEPPERTON FOLK DISCUSS THEIR CURATE 
George Eliot 

1. This extract also throws light on the inequalities in fortune 
and social status existing among the clergy. Have any attempts been 
made in the last century to deal with, and mitigate, this situation? 

2. What examples does this passage contain of George EHot’s 
'vit and understanding of the Midland peasant? 

3- Which of the “aunts” in The Mill on the Floss do Mrs 
Patten and Mrs Hackit remind you of respectively? 

4- Comment on “ bohea,” “ side-dishes,” “ clogs,” and “ lacteal 
addition.” 
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A fU.C! ITION AT rAP.CH3.FrLR PAE'.CI 
Tt'.i'-'-rr 


1 . “ Wclint r.'! l--ryr. 3.i: j M Jti: a! 0;.t rJ." T(«3L;!'-p 

i' drp!C!<j a* i.a'.ir.f a K.'.i !’ff < t r< much ••'as 

aj .'nui inq;!!:!: irito !5.<- cc-n-Jiut.': ' f tl.r l.'r:>rri;!y •" rS;c, 
and 'Al.o't- itcrc er.:\< i:t-J j- t.'if Oiloru U.'ii-.er- 

4:ty .An (.f 1854. Kx; L.ir. r.'-cc'::;.- F" tS-' 3 J 

conitnbdoa, and what i;: rr;r.dral t<-. ; 3'.5 %vf:e. 

2 . V.'S.i! fd'.:' C''::;r:a'-;!'r .5 c.t! and id.i-idi •.> ere 3.<n.i 

in tl'.e ninctc-t.nlii crn'ury, ."■n.d w!;,*.’. ij;,5 :i.rv 2 te<i.n;p!:*!i? 

3. Wliy Mcic “ Gtrn.in to cr.J'tjj'iibr v.il.S 'Ly 

0:fotd dt'Sj? Vi’!. a; dc'-tted t'v r-', tv-ti 

So Lc •.!;( ir inri!!! ricc<-.’ 

4 . ti.e f.■.rc.:ai scene tv!i"i ILjtir Star.i.ispe Ine!’. at A’” 
Pfoudic’j feet. Pcfcri!':, a: sr.—j^h trealinj; r>f *n actual raintinf, 
ti'.c proupinp and dre -rs of U.c cLaMtsrti. (/’a'-.H w'.!! apain la 
USClui.) 


A liARCHLS'I’ER LLLCnON’ : AMisovr Ttoiiorr 

1. Sstsdy Hnpatiii't ‘riiction’ piesures. Writa s druLc-i 
dficripsion of them. 

2. What features oft.hcm arc you temincied of in the ISacciseatcr 
election ? Do you tea much adtance in l!.c cu'tcmt of the nsid- 
ninrtccnlh over thn<c of the eighteenth centurv? 

3. Cotnp.arc '1 rollopc'f .account of ilarchcsrcr witii Dic’cc.-it’ 
Eatans'.viil in Pichnek. Wliich account do you ccniidcr (u) ’iiC 
more truthful, (d) the more vRid? 

4. Ho'.v is a tnoJern Gcacia! Uccticn carried out? 

THE ‘ BI',DCH.AA 3 !! 1 .K’ IKCIDEXT: Bcnjamis DststArat 

1. _ Give an account of the •Bedchamber Plot.’ In w'nat tv=ys 
\\,ts it constitutionally important? 

2. Do you consider Peel v.‘.2s justified in tahing the action he did ’ 

3. Show how the I ory democracy of Disraeli, outlined in Sytil 
and Catirpiy, revolutionized the Con'crvativc P.-rtv. 
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4. Whst l.trcr actions of Dinaeli were in j/rnratlsy with the 
attitude to the Crown disdoted in ‘Kit pa'.'jgc? 

MACHIKE-RREARING AT STILBRO’ ; CifAatorrE Brotirt 

1. Read as much ar you can about Ciurlottc Bronte and her 
jisten. Mrs GaileH's Lift Is ver;/ interertine, and in many ways 
an admirable study. 

2. Give an account d tlic in.ichinc-bre.ab‘nf; and Luddite riots 
at the beginning of the nineteenth century. What caused them, 
and how was their ultirn.ttc cciwtion brought about? 

3. Which do yon think, v, .ts the more nearly right .about Napoleon. 
Helstonc or Moore, and why? 

, 4. Give a brief account of Wellinpton’t campaign in the I’cnin- 
s'ula, and show its importance to world-history. 

c. Show hotv the Berlin Decrees, and the ans’.vcring Orders in 
Council combined to ruin trade. Why did England recover more 
quickly tlun the Continent? 


A CORN RIOT: OtAms KiNCittr 

1. What were the causes of these riots? When did the most 
serious of them take place ? Compare the extract from SyliH he.aded 
“.AnoUicr Kind of Village.” 

2. Compare the corn riot described here witli iIjc one in Mrs 
Craik's Jo/)!; Halifax, Gtaiknaa. 

3. Give an account of tlie successive steps toward lowering the 
corn duties, culminating in the .Act of Sir Robert Reel. 

4. Show how the resistance to any reform of the Com Laws 
was at its strongest before the Reforni Bill of 1832, and bound to 
collapse when that had become law. 


A MINING DISTRICT IN EARLY VICl’ORIAN 
DAYS: Benjamin Disraeu 

I. Show how the combined cfTcct of the Industrial Revolution 
and the Napoleonic wars was to ** make tiic country richer, and the 
majority of its people poorer.” 
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3. Write a brief account of Robert Owen and his work. How 
far do you consider bis schemes practicable ? 

4. How far do you think the schemes of English reformers %verc 
in sympathy with those that Louis Blanc tried to put into operatioa 
after the “July Revolution ” ? 


A YOUNG LADY LEAVES SCHOOL 
W. M. Thackerav 

1. This extract is from the first chapter of Far.ily Fair. What 
do you know of the characters and plot of that novel? 

2. Can you give an approximate date for the events described ? 
Who tvas Mrs Chapone? Name three other learned ladies of her 
time. 

3. How would the “ young ladies ” of the academy be dressed ? 
Make a sketch of Miss Sedley and Miss Sharp coming out of the 
“filigree iron gates,” with Miss Pinkerton watching from the 
background. 

4. Thackeray and Dickens ate the outstanding authors of their 
period. Compare and contrast them. 


MONTEM: Benjamin Disraeli 

This strange ceremony was abolished in 1847, As more than 
£1000 was often collected in ‘ salt,’ and a large proportion of it 
became the property of the captain of the school, it was considered 
a custom liable to grave abuse. 

1. Give some account of Eton College, and its part in the national 
hre. What other schools claim a like antiquity? 

2. There are many references to Eton in English poetry. Find 
and quote some of them. 

' 3 ' The great Eton festival is the Fourth of June procession of 
boats. Describe this or any other interesting school or college 
ceremonial with which you may be familiar. 

4 - There is a wild splendour, a distorted magnificence, an 
unattractive beauty, about Disraeli’s social scene.” Is there any- 
thing in the passage quoted to justify tlus sentence of Mr Gucdalla? 
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A COUNTRY NIGHT-SCHOOL; Gkorce Eliot 

1. Little interest in the education of any but the ‘ upper ’ clasres 
was taken before the nineteenth century. Describe the work of 
Hannah More. What were her ideas of a fitting education for 
the poor? 

2. Indicate briefly the successive steps by which free elementar}' 
education was brought about. Emphasize the work of the two great 
societies. 

3. Note the humour, the pathos, and the visridness of this pas- 
sage. What would you select as the main characteristics of George 
Eliot’s style? 

4. Compare Bartle Massey with Goldsmith’s clergj’raan in Tke 
DtserteJ Village. 

LOWOOD SCHOOL; Charlotte Bronte 

Lowood is the name under which Charlotte Bronte describes 
the Clergy Daughters’ School at Cowan Bridge, to which she .and 
her^ sisters were sent. Two sisters died, and Charlotte Bronte 
attributed their early deaths to the poor food and unhealthy sur- 
roundings of the school. How far she. was right it is difacult to 
determine, but the school was shortly afterward reformed and 
reorganized, and was removed to a healthier situation. 

1. Compare a day at Lowood with a day passed at your own 
school. 

2. Charlotte Bronte has been spoken of as having “ the ambition. 
Ac daydream, the self-consciousness, and the anger of Ae women 
born to obscurity.” Is Aere any justification for this sajring, eitlier 
in this extract or in any oAcr of her works that you know well? 

3. Read through the extracts given from George Eliot, Mrs 

astell, and Charlotte Bronte, and say what you think are Ac chief 

dilferences in Aeir styles. 

A STR./VWBERRY PARTY; Jane Austen 

r.^ Alice Meynell says of Jane Austen Aat “ she is mistress of 
derision rather Aan of mt or humour.” Do you consider this a 
just saying? ’ 
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2. Write character-sketches of Mrs Eltoi\ and Mr Kntghtle7, 
drannng solely on the material supplied in this passage. 

3. Note the passage on strawberry-picking, “The best fruit in 
England . . . must go and sit in the shade.” Write a description 
in the same manner on any topic you prefer — e.g., visiting the 
Academy (or any museum), rowing a party of friends on a hot day, 
a dance that lasts too long, or any other amusement that begins 
well, but drags before the end. 


AN EVENING PARTY AT CRANFORD 
E. C. Gaskeli. 

1. Why do you think Cranford was, and has remained, the most 
popular of all Mrs Gaskell’s books? 

2. Compare the gentle fun of Mrs Gaskell with the sharp satire 
of Miss Austen. Describe Miss Matty and Miss Jenkyns as Jane 
Austen would have seen them. 

3 . If you have read Emma, what character do you think resembles 
Miss Matty, and how does she differ from her ? 

4. Say what you know of Rasselas. Read a passage giving a 
conversation between Imlac and Rasselas. Why do you think Dr 
Johnson was Miss Jenkyns’ favourite author ? 

5. Write a brief note on The Rambler. What other well-known 
periodicals of a similar type appeared in the eighteenth century ? 

THE BATH ASSEMBLY-ROOMS: Jane Austen 

T . Study any prints or pictures of Bath that you can obtain, and, 
cither from them, or from personal knowledge, write a description 
of the town. 

2. Show what an important part Bath played in the social life 
of the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries. 

3. Write a short note on Beau Nash. 

4. Name six books, either classic or modern, the scenes in which 
are laid at Bath. 

5. Describe the ball at the rooms from your own instead of 
Catherine’s point of view. Note the costume of the dancers and 
any differences in ballroom etiquette, then and now. 
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THE WARDEN’S TEA-PARTV: Aitthonv Trollope 

1. Read through the description of the game of wiiist in this 
passage. Compare it with Charles Lamb’s Mrs Battle. 

2. Read the whole passage through, and then write an account 
of the party, putting in all the detail that you can remember, but 
in your own words. Compare your description with Trollope’s. 

3. Read again all the extracts from Trollope that are given in 
this book, and then say what you think are his pecuh'ar excellences 
and faults as a writer. 


A MANCHESTER TEA-PARTY: E. C. Gaskell 

1. Compare the two tea-parties. Notice that in the first the 
actual food provided is hardly mentioned. Why is so much stress 
laid upon it in the second case? 

2. The room in which the Bartons had their party is so carefully 
described that it is as full of clear detail as a Dutch picture. Try to 
describe any room you know well, so that it comes as distinctly before 
the reader. 

3. Make imaginary portraits for yourself of the Warden, the 
Archdeacon, Mary Barton, and Alice, and either sketch them or 
paint them in words. 


FOX-HUNTING: Charles Kincslet 

I. Charles Kingsley is perhaps chiefly remembered for his 
mstoncal novels, such as JVesttoard Hoi and Herescard the JFcke, 
but he was keenly interested in the sodal and religious problems of 
the time, and wote of them in Alton Locke and Yeast. Read what 
you can about him, and give a brief account of his prindpal books. 

/ A. r “^ntjgropelous,” “penny-steamer,” 

(r) Manfred, (af) Thorough bush, thorough briar . . .’’ 

3. Hunting of various sorts has always been one of the chief 
pasting of EnghAmen. Quote three songs in praise of hunting. 

4. Kead John Davidson’s fine poem A Runnable Stag. Note the 
last verse. Would it have ended like that if it had been written half 
a century earher? 
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BRIGHTON: W. M. Thackeray 

1. Why is George IV said to have invented Brighton? What 
part of London did he also ‘invent’ as a fashionable quarter? 

2. Show from your reading how the taste in fashionable resorts 
shifted from inland ‘cures,’ such as Bath and Tunbridge Wells, 
situated in placid, smiling countr)', and moved to the sea and the 
mountains wliich the dghteenth century had found so ‘ horrid.’ 

3. What differences in the types frequenting the promenade and 
their amusements are to be found between Thackeray’s day and our 
own? 

4. Describe in Thackeray’s manner the promenade of any seaside 
resort that you have visited. 

5. Do you admire Miss Honcyman? Do you see her entirely 
tvi^ Thackeray’s eyes? 

TODGERS’S: Charles Dickens 

1. Dickens is sometimes looked upon as a master of caricature, 
sometimes as the founder of the ‘ realistic ’ novel. What particulars 
arc there in this passage to confirm either, or both, views? 

2. This is only one of many amusing meals described by Dickens. 
Give an account of any other in detail. 

3. Apart from the oddities of the guests, do you detect any 
differences in the food and the manner of serving, as compared 
with what might be expected in a boarding-house to-day? 


BY COACH TO RUGBY: Thomas Hughes 

1. In the novels of the period there are constant references to 
road traffic. Suppose yourself to be travelling from London to 
St Albans in 1820; what types of vehicles would you be likely to 
meet on the way ? 

2. Jusserand in liis book on English W ayfaring Life in the Middle 
Ages shows what an important part highways played in the life of 
a people. Read Chapter 11 , on “The Ordinary Traveller." What 
changes would such a one have noticed if he had found himself on 
the road in 1850? 
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3. Describe as accurately as you can (c) a stagecoach, {i) a 
gentleman’s travelling carriage, (f) a phaeton, IJ) a tilbury, (e) a 
brougham, (/) a hansom-eab. 

4. “The Doctor, a terrible stern man he’d heard tell” — this 
refers to Dr Arnold. Give an account of his ss-ork at Rugby, and 
its effect on the other public schools. 


INNS AND POSTING: CuAtars DtcKtss 

1. The passage chosen shows how uncomfortable coaching could 
sometimes be, but Dickens has also described many delightful and 
amusing journeys — e.g., Tom Pinch’s journey from Salisbury', and 
some of the travels of the Pickwick Club. Give an account of one 
such trip. 

2. Write an original story of a journey by coach, and of either 
a horrible or amusing adventure at an inn. 

3. Dickens mentions the strange ideas and superstitions that 
sometimes survive in country places. Tell any such story, belief, or 
superstition that you may have heard of in your own locality'. 

4. Some of the posting inns, such as those described by Dickens, 
are still preserved. Give an account — if possible, illustrated — of 
any one svhich you may have visited. By what signs would you 
recognize such an inn? 


EFFECTS OF THE RAILWAYS ON A COUNTRY 
TOWN; Anthony Trollope 

1. Give a clear and detailed account of the development of 
railway enterprise during the nineteenth century. 

2. The passage given shows the effect of the opening of a raihvay 
on the prosperity of a small country town. What was there to be 
said on the other side of the question ? 

3. Write an essay on m^em traffic problems. Do you think 
it possible that the highroads may once more triumph over the 
railways? 

4. Give some account of the mania for railway speculation 
during the middle years of the century. 
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5. Before railways became all-triumphant something had been 
done to cope tvith increased industrial tralEc by improving the 
highways and constructing canals. Give an account of what was 
accomplished. 


A PAIR OF ‘ORIGINALS’; Sir Walter Scott 

t. Enumerate Scott’s principal novels, stating in each case what 
period each deals with. Which of them are written about his own 
time? 

2. Scott has created many queer and original characters. Give 
details of three with whom you are acquainted. 

3 . Give an account of the campaign in Syria in which Mr Cargill 
had been involved. Who was Djezzar Pacha? 

4. Explain the reference to Boswell’s taking Dr Johnson to dine 
with Strachan and John Wilkes. Why was it a ‘ triumph’ ? 


THE INNS OF COURT 
W. M. Thackeray and Charles Dickens 

1 . Name the principal Inns of Court, and give a brief account 
of their history. 

2. Describe a visit to the Inns, either from actual experience, or, 
if you have not visited them, use a good guide-book. 

3. Give an account of the Temple Church. 

4. What characteristic differences are there between the people 
with whom Dickens and Thackeray respectively people the Inns? 
Which are the more realistic? Which are the more red and living? 

5. Write a character-sketch of Traddles. 

6. Describe the Crewler family at home, as they would appear 
to an unprejudiced observer. 


MR JINGLE; Charles Dickens 

I. Rewrite any well-known fairy-tale — e.g.. Puss in Boots — and, 
secondly, any stirring ballad, in ‘ Jingle-ese.’ 
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2. Rewrite and expand Mr Jingle’s description of Rochester 
Cathedra] in normal English. 

3. How does Mr Jingle adapt his stories to each of his listeners? 
What light is thrown on their character? 

4. Write a new and original adventure for Mr Jingle. 


TURVEYDROP’S AC. 4 DEMY: Charles Dickens 

1. Read Thackeray’s essay on George IV in The Fair Georges. 

2. Study any portraits of George IV that you can find, then 
compare them, feature for feature, with Dickens’s Mr Turveydrop. 

3. Notice the great cleverness with which Dickens uses exaggera-. 
tion to heighten the vividness of his portraits — “ pufiing his very 
eyes out of their natural shape,” etc. Study any portrait, man or 
woman, and try to wnite from it what shall be at once a pen-picture 
and an analysis of character. 

4. Look up the chapters of DopiJ Copperjield in which Miss 
Betsey Trotwood appears, and write an imaginarj' conversation 
between her and Mr Turveydrop on the subject of his treatment 
of Prince, 



